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TIFFANY & CO. 


JEWELERS SILVERSMITHS AND STATIONERS 


FOUR SCORE AND SIX YEARS 
OF QUALITY AND VALUE 


‘ PURCHASES MAY BE MADE BY MAIL 


FIFTH AVENUE & 37! STREET 
NEW YORK 
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“Onyx Pointex” Hosiery has our famous 
heel reenforcement which makes trim 
“Onyx Pointer’ ankles look even more charmin}, 


“Onyx” & Hosiery 


“Pointex” 


REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. j 
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Bramley 
2- The new two-piece Bram- 
ley Frock of hasha yersey; 
Lanvin green, camel color, 
gray, white or navy blue; 
Russianembroidered blouse, 
pleated skirt on silk bodice 
top ° ‘ ° 29.50 


4— The new two-piece Bram- 
ley Frock of crepe de Chine; 
beige, gray, navy blue, Lan- 
vin green, white; blouse all 
over embroidered in contrast- 
ing colors, pleated skirt on 


silk bodice top 29.50 


Dress Shop for 
Mademoiselle 


Second Floor 


FOoZ2sS 


Franklin Simon & Co. 


Fifth Avenue, 37th and 38th Streets, New York 





SA, n 
& q \ i 
fash 
Reg. in the U.S..Patent Office 


2 
= sotd only by Franklin 
Simon & Co. — have be- 


come the accepted mode 
of the American girl 


For M ademoisel le> 


14 to 20 vears 













\zntire Content 


s Copyrighted, 1923, by Frankia Simun & Co., Inc. 





Worn by 
iss Leonora Hughes 
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Bramley 


6- The new Bramley Surt 
of s hadow plaid camel s hair 
—a new and excluswe fabric 
—™ new length silk lined bos 
coat with leather buttons, 


wrap-around shirts camel 


color shadow plaided with 
brown or French blue, or 
gray shadow plaided uth 
48.00 


wh ite 


Suit Shop for 
Mademoiselle 


Secon d Floor 
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These four charming dresses, with 
other original models by Black- 
shire, will be shown you by 
your favorite shop upon request. 


L 
“U Jomen's Dresses as interpreted 
by Blackshire for Spring 1023 






oe dresses now on display with 


aavance Spring showings. 


Prices within reach of all who seek 


a Yor f real ec onomy, 


7 Se or re 
114 Madison Avenue a Blackshire “* Style Chat.” 
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PAMELA: 


Few are the women who 
would not turn time back at 
least a few years with the 
naive youthfulness of this 
frock of flat crepe. Simple 
and well tailored, the sur- 
plice blouse'is draped to one 
side and therefrom hangs a 
panel. The newest note in 
trimming is shown in the 
finely stitched pin tucks. 
Long, tight sleeves with the 
flare cuff carry the same 
slimness. In navy, black or 
caramel, 34 to #4, inclusive, 
$39.50. 


COLLETTE: 


Pleating is the keynote of 
this square neck dress; two 
pointed panels on each side 
are pleated, while an unusual 
effect in pleating is given to 
the long cuffs of the sleeves. 
Cabochon effects of gros 
grain ribbon, pleated, and 
beads ornament the girdle. 
Barbara Lee suggests this as 
a truly versatile frock. In 
navy, caramel and platinum 
grey, sizes 34 to 44, inclu- 
sive, $39.50. 





















SPRING IS IN EVERY LINE 


OF THESE SMART NEW FROCKS 


Barbara Lee has chosen models this month which will 
lend youthful lines to the figure, however mature. 


The silks are of a quality one rarely finds in such 
inexpensive little frocks and the Barbara Lee style 
and tailoring are at their best. 


Bordrona les 


Barbara Lee frocks are shown exclusively in the shops listed 
this advertisement. 


n 


L. S. Ayres & Company 


Indianapolis, Ind. 

L. Bamberger & Co. 
Newark, N. J. 
The Bon Marché 
Seattle, Wash. 


Bullock’s 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


The J. L. Hudson Co. 


Detroit, Mich. 


The Lasalle & Koch Company 


Toledo, Ohio 


The F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 


Columbus, Ohio 


The Rike-Kumler Co. 


Dayton, Ohio 


Strawbridge & Clothier 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


The Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 


Cleveland, Ohio 


Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 


Sacramento, Cal. 


Woodward & Lothrop 
Washington, D. C. 


The Dayton Company 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


The Emporium 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Wm. Filene’s Sons Company 
Boston, Mass. 


Joseph Horne Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


wn 


CLEMENCE: 


A bloused model of Satin 
Canton which is charming 


for street and afternoon 


wear alike. The surplice ef- 
fect gives a length of line, 


‘while the pleats on the sides, 


almost invisible, give the 
fullness to the skirt which 
most women out of their 
‘teens require. The embrai- 
dery 1s characteristically 
Barbara Lee and appears 
on the four panels of the 
skirt, on the vest, sleeves and 
girdle. 3+ to #4, inclusive, 
in brown, black or navy, 


$39.50. 





MARGOT: 


Beaded frocks are favored 
for the dress-up occasion and 
this is beading of the loveliest 
design and coloring. Of 
Elizabeth crépe, the lines are 
simple and graceful with the 
slenderizing low waist. The 
beading 1s in combinations 
of blending tones and occurs 
on the blouse, skirt, girdle 
and sleeves. You may choose 
it in Lanvin green, krench 
blue, grey or caramel and in 
sizes 34 to 44, inclusive, 
$39.50. 
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“ANOTHER SCANDAL” 


by COSMO HAMILTON — 
BEGINS IN NEXT MONTH’S HARPER’S BAZAR 


You remember Cosmo Hamilton’s famous 
novel, “Scandal” and the furore and the 
success it created, later, on the stage? 

Well, he has written “Another Scandal.” 

It is a novel of married life—the life of a 
young couple whose wealth, as Mr. Hamilton 
expresses it, is ““fantastic.” 

It deals with the problems that confront 
Society today — especially that mad little 


‘*The Paper Cap” dy Arnold Bennett 
The Author of “The Old Wives’ Tale” 


contributes another of his shrewd and deli- 
ciously humorous stories to the next issue of 
Harper’s Bazar. And there are alsoin this issue 
“The Azure Shore” by Frederic and Fanny 
Hatton; and “The Quality of Mercy” by 
George Agnew Chamberlain. W. J. Locke’s 
“The Lengthened Shadow” of course con- 
tinues its romantic way. 


section of Society which is sometimes re- 
ferred to as the Younger Set. 


Against a background of country houses and 
vachts and the social maelstrom of fashion- 
able New York, the drama of “Another 
Scandal” is enacted. 


The first chapters will be published in next 
month’s—the March—Harper’s Bazar. Be 
sure to read it. 


Spring Wardrobes from Paris 
Selected by Baron de Meyer 


Baron de Meyer sends to the March Harper’s 
Bazar a summary of the clothes Paris is buy- 
ing for Spring; also what St. Moritz re- 
vealed in the way of new sports clothes. And 
there will be sketches of women prominent 
in New York society showing the clothes 
they are wearing to the new Winter Club 
and other smart restaurants. 


It will be necessary for you to secure your March Harper's Bazar early. 
The edition is limited. For sale at your newsdealer’s on February 28th. 


MARCH HARPER’S BAZAR 


Early Spring Fashions Number 
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Standing, right to left. 














Slipover style of billowy 
chiffon and delicate lace with 
foundation of chiffon. Pink, 
blue and orchid. $16.74 








Exquisite in fabric, graceful and glorious in | 
line—the negligée is woman’s most becoming 
raiment. It is the delightful companion of 
her intimate hours, chosen in accord with her | 
leisure moods. 


os wee 


Slipover style of fine soft 
crepe, effectively hand em- 
broidered. Ribbon sash. 
Rose, Copenhagen, wistaria, 
turquoise, orchid. $3.69 











— ee 





ala aan UW > 
| WO) PASO aS 
a ee ae Breakfast coat of changeable 
Aamo : : - 
Ld! WP yl }{Gor satin, trimmed with knife- 
pleating. Pink, blue, orchid 


and Copenhagen. $8.94 


dV 
: 


On the seated figure, a coat 
of crepe back satin with 
puffings of self material and | 
girdle of silver braid. Pink, | 
blue, rose, orchid, and French 


blue. $19.74 








Sizes 36 to 44 


Charming boudoir slippers 
in richly quilted satin. Rose, 
blue, pink, orchid. $3.49 
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“She New ‘Face Molding Set 


SPECIALLY PRICED AT $10 


A fe 


An occasional facial treatment is helpful, but 
if you want to build for real and lasting beauty 
give yourself daily the Face Molding treatment. 
It takes but ten minutes and works along truly 
scientific lines. 

Fundamentally different from massage, in 
Face Molding the skin is not pulled or stretched, 
nor are the fragile tissues broken down. Instead, 
surely and safely, relaxed sagging muscles are 
made firm, the skin becomes clear and fresh, and 
the youthful contour isregained. Ifonly youknew 
how even the first Face Molding brings vivacity 
and charm to replace the day’s fatigue, and al- 
most literally molds the unwelcome years away, 
you would begin Face Molding today and feel 
safer tonight to meet the critical gaze. 


The New Face Molding Set 


In the compartments of this spruce little case 
is every essential of Face Molding. 

As you raise the cover, you find just what 
women have, for months, been asking—every- 
thing you need for Face Molding. There is 
Rose Leaf Cleansing Cream, with the fragrance 
of fresh rose leaves; Face Molding Cream, the 
medium for the treatment itself, nourishing the 
skin and rebuilding the tissues; Skin Freshener, 
to tone up the skin, prevent wrinkles and bring 
color to the cheeks; Balsam Astringent, that 


AT THESE SELECTED STORES 


New York B. Altman & Co 


New York Lord & Taylor 

New York Stern Bros. 

New York John Wanamaker. 
Akron, Ohio M. O'Neil Co 

Albany, N. Y. Van Heusen Charles Co. 
Allentown, Pa. Hess Bros. 


Franklin & Cox, Inc. 
Hochschild-Kohn Co. 

R. H. Stearns Co. 

G. G. Bryant. 

Miller Bros. Co. 

Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
The Lawton Co. 

The Halle Bros. Co. 
Kaufman & Co. 

F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 

M. L. Parker Co. 

William Gushard Co. 
Daniels & Fisher Stores Co. 
Harris-Emery Co. 

Schettler Drug Co. 

The Glass Block Store, Inc 
Rorabaugh-Paxton D. G. Co, 
, Pa. Erie Dry Goods Co 
Hutchinson, Kans. Rorabaugh-Wiley D. G. Co, 
Indianapolis, Ind. H. P. Wasson & Co. 


Atlanta, Ga 
Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Colorado Springs, Colo. 
Columbus, Ohio. 
Davenport, Ia. 
Decatur, Ill. 
Denver, Colo. 
Des Moines, Ia. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Duluth, Minn. 
Emporia, Kans. 

rie, P 


and lasting beauty 


comes trom “Face | olding 


makes the facial muscles firm, reduces double 
chin, and tightens the skin. Then there is the 
Face Molder itself, with which you give yourse/f 
the treatment to bring new life to the skin and the 
and the chart and directions are right 
before you. And the price — ten dollars 
actually Icss than the contents bought separately. 


Write for expert advice 

Every woman has her beauty problems for 
which Primrose House has a solution ready. 
The advice of expert diagnosticians is yours for 
the asking, whether it be on reducing superflu- 
ous flesh, improving the neck and shoulders, 
beautifying the hands and arms or hair, or the 
careful choice of ‘finishing touches’’. 

Write to Mrs. Morris on any of these prob- 
lems. With her reply will come «*The New 
Beauty’’, which tells all about the beauty secrets 
which Primrose House has gathered from the 
four corners of the world. Among these are: 


Smart Finishing Touches 
Ko-Hul—A famous archaeologist found in a long hidden 
Syrian tomb a little cup, and in it a coal black substance 
which he found to have been a cream used by the Syrian 
women of a by-gone age to make the eyelashes grow and 
This is the inspiration of Primrose House 





muscles 





is 


to darken them. 





By Mail from Primrose House 

If it is not convenient for you to purchase the 
preparations from the stores listed, they may be 
ordered direct from Primrose House — postage pre- 
paid on orders of $10.00 or more. 


vimrode 
loude | ips 
Department B-1 


ga It 
3 EAST 52ST, 1 Non 
New Yorn, =A" 
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Ko-Hul. It darkens and promotes the growth of lashes 
and makes beautiful eyelid shadows, $2.50. 

Evening Face Powder—is used by clever women to 
make them especially alluring in the often trying lights of 
evening. Perfumed and colored a fragrant orchid, equally 
successful on a light or dark skin, this most subtle of pow- 
ders comes in a commodious, corded-silk box of distinctive 
design. $5.00. 

Chiffon Face Powder—a day-time powder that blends 
with the coloring and enhances the beauty of every skin. 
Flesh and deep brunette. $3.50. 


Pomegranate Rouge—an exquisite cream rouge that pre- 
vents dryness and chapping and gives an entrancing, nat- 
ural bloom to lips and cheeks. Light or dark, $2.50. 


Primrose House Specialties 

Hair Tonic ‘‘B’’— From the wife of a foreign diplomat 
whose hair had been ravaged by war and revolution until 
it was restored by this hair tonic came the formula to 
Primrose House. It will promote the growth of hair. It 
stimulates the activity of the subaceous glands; supplies just 
enough oil to keep the scalp in perfect condition, and make 
the hair soft, fluffy and lustrous. $1.50. 


New Foundation Cream—makes a wonderful founda- 
tion for powder, It is a real protection and particularly 
good for a dry skin. $1.50, $2.50. 


Primrose Special Lotion—is especially necessary and 
beneficial for the hands at this time of year. It prevents, 
and quickly relieves, chapping and roughness. $2.00. 


Primrose Pine Bath Soap—for a rich creamy lather 
fragrant with pine, and a refreshing stimulation that strikes a 
new note in luxurious living. Single cake, 7 5c, box of 6, $4.50 

Do write to Mrs. Morris today. You cannot 
learn toosoon what Primrose House can do foryou, 


AT THESE SELECTED STORES 


Jackson, Mich. Cook & Feldher Co. 
Joplin, Mo. Ramsay Dry Goods Co. 
Kansas City, Mo. Fred Harvey, Union Station. 
Kansas City, Mo. John Taylor D. G. Co. 
Lincoln, Nebr. Rudge & Guenzel Co 
Los Angeles, Cal Bullock's, Inc. 
Louisville, Ky. Stewart D. G. Co., Inc 

r Bon Marche D. G. Co 
L. S. Donaldson Co 
New Castie D. G. Co 
Rorabaugh-Kennell D. G. Co. 
Rorabaugh-Brown D. G. Co. 
Burgess-Nash Co. 


lass. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
New Castle, Pa. 
Newton, Kans. 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Omaha, Nebr. 
Paterson, N. J. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. Joseph Horne Co. 

Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co 
Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney Co. 
The Golden Rule 

Leader Dept. Store Co. 

The Emporium. 

MacDougall _ Southwick Co, 

y so. 


St. Louis, Mo. 

St. Paul, Minn. 

St. Joseph, Mo. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Seattle, Wash. 





Sioux City, Ia. T. S. Martin " 
Toledo, Ohio. La Salle & Koch Co. 
Topeka, Kans The Crosby Bros. Co. 


Wichita, Kans. Rorabaugh D. G. Co. 
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Golflex Knicker Suits 


make the smartest 
sports silhouettes. 
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Jauntily debonair 
are Costume - Suits 
designed by Golflex 


IP2Z3 








W ouldn’t It Be Delightful? 


Wouldn't it be delightful if every 
frock, or topcoat, or suit which you 
buy, carried with it some sort of 
identification which would mean: 


**This frock (or suit, or topcoat, or 
knicker suit, or costume suit), is fashioned 
of superior worsteds and tailored with 
care. Its style is the sort approved in 
smartest circles. Its long and satisfactory 
service is assured.”’ 

These words are too many to put intoa 
label of any garment fora dainty woman’s 
wearing, but they all are understood when 


we sew—and you see—the label “Golflex” 
in a garment. 

Golflex clothes are flatteringly lovely this 
Spring. Rodier’s new woolens, Scottish 
worsteds, English flannels and Irish home- 
spuns have been fashioned into jaunty box- 
jacketed Suits, swagger Topcoats, and 
Knicker Suits. 

Frocks are of washable flannels and 
silk crepes, collared and cuffed in fascinat- 
ing new ways. Do see them! 

Let us tell you who sells Golflex in 
your locality. 


GOLFLE xX 


Made by WILKIN & ADLER, Inc., 500 Seventh Avenue, N. Y. C 


Golflex Clothes are on sale in London at 28 George Street, Hanover in 





Look for 
this label 





Gore _aeee® 


4 Jondon 


avhen buying 
daytime attire. 








An 
Ch 
N 
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4 
Two-piece Suits are 


fashioned of smart 
imported woolens. 





Golflex introduces 
Topcoats of Dakka 
—purecamel’s hair. 
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“Your appearance as you 
_ pass by 1s all of your message 
to most of the world” 


Get Your Copy of Success IN Dress—the new 
House of Youth Fashion Magazine giving valuable 
suggestions on how to look your very best for every 
occasion. The House of Youth shop in your town 
has one for you. If unobtainable write us direct. 






















“GRETNA” 

See how cleverly its new 
upstanding collar avoids 
disarranging the wearer's 
hair or hat. Its material is 
Veldyne, and it is lined to 
match the rich embroidery 
on the oddly draped back. 
The long tassels contribute 
the final touch of luxury. 





“ Z. {R-A 


This delightful three-piece suit of 
fine Twillcord is a spring wardrobe 
in itself, for when you remove th 
slim jacket, with its clever inserts of 
duvetyn on sides, cuffs and collar 
you display a complete dress, the 
blouse made of harmonizing printed 
crepe to match the lining of the coat. 


“WATTEAU” 


So knowing, with its circular drape 
from the shoulder repeating that on 
the skirt, and tLe odd petal flange 
on the right side of the skirt to give 
the new one-sided effect. Cherry- 
colored velvet twisted into the girdle 
and about the sleeves adds a note of 
vivid charm to this Flat Crepe gown, 










,’ 


BAZAR 





yO all but your most intimate 





triends you are just a fleet 
=*)) vision, glimpsed a moment 

; Sod and then gone. 
to know that that brief instant has regis- 


How happy 


tered an impression of graceful vivid charm, 
of youth at its best, of slim, well-poised per- 


fection! 


All doors fly open to the girl who has 
learned the magic secret of expressing her 


own innate loveliness—all hearts are unlocked 





at her touch. 


Slender, correct, smart, pertectly at ease 
because accustomed to nothing but approv- 


al, she dominates every social occasion— 


a girl whom people remember and admire. 


The House or Youru is dedicated to one 
purpose—to give young women of America, 
not merely styles but the very essence of 
Sty/e itself—distinction, verve, individuality. 

















THE HOUSE OF YOUTH 
38 EAST 27th STREET, NEW YORK 


3 Avenue de L’Opera, Parts 


See, for example, how the frock ‘‘ Warteau’ 
conveys the impression of debonair chic— 
how the very individual three-piece suit 
**Zara” gives the wearer a slender, willowy 
grace—and the luxurious wrap ‘‘Gretna” 
perfectly portrays a discriminating taste. 
Why, then, be content with ordinary styles, 
made for the multitude, when ‘‘House oF 
Youtn’’ modes await you in one of the 
best shops in -your town? You will find not 
onty those illustrated here, but many others 
equally fitted to bring out your own person- 
ality and possibilities. 

If you do not locate them easily, piease 


write to us. 
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PICTURESQUE COSTUME 
SUITS ARE THE HARBINGERS- 
OF-SPRING IN THE GARDEN 


OF FASHION 


1022—Fine wool Twril three-piece 
costume suit displaying the new 
motre ribbon side bow and standing 
silk soutache braid embroidery of 
contrasting color—Bernard’s most 
fascinating features in Spring 
costume suits! The alluring dress 
cleverly affects the coat fashion. 
Colors—Midnight Blue, Moth Tan 
or Greystone. Sizes: 14 to 18— 
36 to 40. $98.50. 





BERNARD OF 
T O COSTUME 


MODE THAT 


1023—The irresistible smartness of 
this three-piece costume suit owes much 
of its charm to its colorful silk embroi- 
dery which graces both the flare box 
jacket and the neckline of the dress. It 
is impeccably tatlored of fine Traversine, 
a new wool fabric, and the blouse of 
dress is of Flat Crépe. Colors: Mid- 
night Blue, Moth Tan or Greystone. 
Sizes: 14 to 18—36 to 38. $98.50 


Fifth Avenue 


PARIS GIVES 
SuUtiT &, 


WILtut 


RS ee ae 


PROMINENCE 
PROMISING A 


BE THE VOGUE 


Replicas by Stewart & Co. 


1024—A_ bewitchingly slender outline 
is portrayed in this alluring three- 
piece costume suit of fine wool Twill. 
The hand-made French knots are em- 
broidered with a rare artistry. The 
smart separate blouse of dress is of 
Flat Crépe and has a border of French 
knots. Colors: Midnight Blue, Moth 
Tan or Greystone. Sizes: 14 to 16— 
18 to 38. $119.50. 


Stewart & To. 


Correct Apparel torWomen& Misses 


at 37th Street 


Book of Paris Spring Fashions sent free upon request 


11 















Stop Experimenting ! 
Attain 
Beauty 


Scientifically 






” Consult 
\, Your Beauty 
\\, Specialist 
1 . ere nan 


\ 
Qa lthasic 1h, 


With treatment any 


FREE Marinello operator 


will give you full explanation of 
her methods so that you can go 
home and repeat the same pro- 
cess on yourself. 


F only prery woman knew how easy it is to attain 

beauty! It’s merely a question of taking the right 

path and following it faithfully. Stop blind experi- 
menting. Recognize the fact that yours is a definite 
“beauty type” different, perhaps, from that of your 
neighbor or your best friend and requiring individual 
methods to bring out all its captivating charm. 


Marinello Can Develop of the Marinello Treatments, get, 
Your Beauty Type first of all, Lettuce Cream, the per- 


fect skin cleanser which every woman 


Take your beauty problem to Mari- needs; then select from the other 
nello, the world’s largest organization seven Marinello Creams the one 
of beauty specialists; they will show suited to your individual type—it 


will be as much your personal cream 


you how easily you can develop the 
as though created solely for you. 


full beauty of your individual type. 
) ) YI 


These specialists may find that you If you cannot decide which is YOUR 
need the Bleach Mask Treatment, Cream by consulting the Chart, ask 
plus Whitening Cream at home, to. the advice of a Marinello specialist; 
bring out the rose and snow com- it will be given you free, at the Ex- 
plexion your type should have; you pert Department in New York or 
may need the Acne Treatment with Chicago. 

Acne Cream for home use, to free 

your skin of blackheads and Acne Tested and Proved 


eruption; or you may need some 


, 3 : : RS a eae 
ether enn of tha wondustel Moesinslio And in depending upon the science 


of Marinello for your beauty, 


Treatments, each patiently devel- * Sa 
\ gpm , can be sure that at last you have for- 
oped, after years of experiment, for . . aes 
: saken blind experiment, for all the 
one particular beauty need. : . : 
' : Marinello Preparations have passed 
the most searching scientific tests in 
The One ne ct Cream fe 78 , 
ect Cream for YOU laboratories and in schools of beauty 
And the Marinello Creams have the culture, as well as the exacting test 


of actual use in over 5,000 beauty 
shops. Their proven worth has 
brought beauty to thousands of other 
women. Let YOUR Marinello Cream 
start bringing radiant loveliness to you. 


same sureness in the results they give 
—for each was compounded to meet 
one individual beauty need. If it is 
more convenient for you to develop 
your beauty at home without the aid 


Marinello Individual Creams for Individual Complexions 


Lettuce Cream — everybody needs _ this 
Cream for cleansing before applying 
other creams. Price, 60c—$2.00. 


Tissue Cream—to be used at home for 
dry, rough and wrinkled skins. Also 
with Erasetor treatment in shops. 
Price, 60c—$1.20—$2.75. 


Whitening Cream—used every night for 
yellow, sallow, moth-patched and 
freckled skins and with the wonder- 
ful Bleach aow | inthe shops. Price 
60c—$1.20—$2.75. 


Acne Cream—applied daily for black- 
heads and Acne, also used in Acne 
Treatments, Price 60c—$1.20—$2.75. 


aan 


Astringent Cream—for shiny noses and 
large pores. Always applied in the 
Astringent Mask Treatment. Price, 
60c—$1.20—$2.75 

Combination Cream—bleaches sensitive 
skins; also used in all MarinelloMuscle 
Strapping Treatments.— Price, $1.00— 
$2.00—$4.00. 


Foundation Cream—applied before using 
Powder. Price, 7 

Motor Cream—used before an outing for 
protection. Price, 60c—$1.20—$2.75. 

Our Latest Achievement—Bleach Paste— 
harmless bleach, free from mercury, 
producing the radiant complexion of 
youth. Price, $1.00, 


NELLO 


cd Beau 


fee on A bod 


The Largest Beauty Organization in the World 


Inquire at nearest Marinello Shop or write our Eastern Salon, 
366 Fifth Ave., New York City or Western Salon, 808 Tower 


Court, Michigan Blvd., Chicago. 


Marinello preparations 


may also be obtained in leading department and drug stores 








HARPER’S BAZAR 





conomical 
Now it becomes an economy 
to wear beautiful things 


OT by their beauty alone did silk 
stockings win their wide-spread 
popularity. Nor was it beauty alone that 
turned favor to the dainty under-garments 
in vogue today. 


Economy, too, is on their side. By coming fresh 
and bright through many launderings, by long 
and satisfactory service they have justified their 
beauty and price. 


True enough of the corset—not purchase price 
but length of service determines its cost. 


Kentastic—the knitted elastic fabric used in all- 
elastic corsets or in combination with other fine 
materials—has made the fine corset an economy. 
It has the strength to stand long wear, with the 
flexibility that style and comfort demand. It may be 
laundered without detriment to its elasticity or fit. 
The newest products of well known corset 
makers show the new patterned KeEntastic, offer- 
ing a pleasing choice in richly beautiful designs 
and delicate colors. 


JAMES R. KENDRICK CO., Inc. 


Germantown Ave. & Pastorius St., PHILADELPHIA 
205 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 


nlasti< 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 





The knitted clastic for fine corsels 


and brassieres 
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HARPER'S BAZAR HOTEL 
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it’s Northward Ho! 


Red-blooded folk are beginning to dis- 
cover the red-blooded north. The advance 
guard was up here last winter. This year, 
Quebec promises to be a winter vogue. 
Everything is ready now. The famous 
toboggan chute on Dufferin Terrace. The 
skating rinks. The Eskimo dog-teams 
which run you round the ramparts. The 
Quebeckan “barouches” which sleigh you 
round the town.... The winter sun is 
blazing. The winter snows are basking. .. 
Chateau Frontenac is at its “Canadian 
Pacific” best. Its battlemented walls a 
bulwark against the elements. Its menus 
a temptation to the appetite. Join the 
jolly informal winter crowd. Let the 
Canadian Pacific Office plan your trip 
now. 405 Boylston Street, Boston. Or, 
writeChateauFrontenac,Quebec.Canada. 


CHATEAU 


FRONTENAC 


A CANADIAN PACIFIC HOTEL ATOP OLD QUEBEC 









































Where are you going this Winter? 


To Florida? Or the West Indies? Or California? 


Or even on such a delightful experience as these 
round-the-world trips offer one? Wherever you 
are going, or if your plans are simply embryonic, we 
shall be glad to give you any sort of information 


you may require. Simply address your inquiry to the 


Harper’s Bazar Travel Service 
119 West 40th Street New York 
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SHERRY 


New York 


CHOCOLATES and BONBONS 
for St.Valentine’s Day 


straight from t 
straight 7o the heart. 


SHOP 


300 Park Avenue 


RAVEL SERVICE 








day and the girl that typify thoughts 
he heart, deserve sweets that go 
Send Sherry Chocolates and 


is for Valentine’s Day. They say, for you: 


«<1 deem you fairest and send you sweets that 


] 


, 19 >> 
the woria deems rarest. 
The Sherry Shop invites you to see the lovely 
Vaientine favors they are showing. Ices, 


pastries and ca nd €S in appropr tate for ms for 
the birthday of che God 


of Lowe, 


SHERRY SHOP SHERRY SHOP 
e8th St. & sth Ave. Waldorf-Astoria 
New York sth Ave. & 34th St., N.Y. 





SPORT and SUNSHINE 


A Happy Combination 
In the Land of Eternal Summer. 


HE climate is just right; the sparkling waters of 
the ocean bid welcome to the happy thousands 
who throng the beachesof this famouschain of resorts. 
GOLF — TENNIS — FISHING — SAILING — MOTORING 
AND EVERY OUTDOOR SUMMERTIME ATTRACTION 


ALL HOTELS NOW OPEN ON AMERICAN PLAN 


APO ) Se leibe ig DE LEON 
ST. AUGUSTINE i LCAZAR 
ORMOND-ON- THE-HALIFAX...... BQRMOND 
PALM BEACH....... REAKERS 
PALM BEACH..... rein ae “ROYAL POINe IANA 
OL: SR ere / ROYAL PALM 
LON( RES peawe oes ..LONG KEY F ISRING CAMP 
KEY WES ietes =. ASA MARINA 
NASSAI (Ba thama Islands).......... 


. ROY AL VICTORIA 


Through Puliman trains from New York 
direct to a ast Coast resorts, including 
ke -y West for Hz avana; also through sleepers 
hLetween Chicago and Miami, and from other 
sections through Pullman trains to Jackson- 
ville make close connections with par- 
lor car and sleeping car trains on the 
E.C. Ry. Through sleeper between 
Boston and Miami daily—s51 hours. 
Send for information booktet con- 
taining list of all hotels, rates, et¢ 


FLORIDA EAST COAST 
(Flagler System) 
243 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Telephones, Madison Square 9230-9231 
Genera! Offices. St. Augustine, Florida 


“wo” 
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MANDEL BROTHERS 
CHICAGO 


FRANKLIN SIMON & CO. 
NEW YORK 


A. T. LEWIS & SON D. G. CO. 
DENVER 


The WM. HENGERER CO. 
BUFFALO 


BULLOCK’S 
LOS ANGELES 


Sheri S. Satie Renee 


DHA SLI 


Abilene, Te 


Atlanta, Gi 
Atlantie City 


Baltimore, Md 


Baton Rouge, La... 


Beaumont, Texas 

Binghamton, } 

Birmingham, A 
W 


Buffalo, N. Y 


Carlisle, Pa 
Charlotte. N. C. 
Chicago, Ill. 


Cincinnati, Ohio. . . 
Clarksburg, W. Va.. 


Dallas, Texas. . 

Denver, Colo. . . 
Des Moines, Ia. . 
Dubuque, Ia... . 


El Paso, Texas 


Perry-Jones Co. 


... Waldman Bros. 
. Simon Bros., Ltd. 


The Heinz Store 
Mf. Rich & Bros. 
Rosenbaum & Co 


Joel Gutman rf Co. 

S. I. Reymon 

The W hite a D. G. Co. 
Sisson Bros.—Weldon Co. 
Loveman Joseph & Loeb 
The Women’s Mart 

R. H. White Co. 


. The H. P. King Co. 
. Frederick Loeser & Co 


The Wm. Hengerer Co. 


Joseph Nor 
G. B. Cabaniss & Co. 
Mandel Brothers 
Kline's 
Watts-Sartor-Lear 
Sanger Bros. 
&. F Lewis & Son D. G. Co. 
Harris-Emery Co. 
Palais Royal Co. 


The White House 


Fort Scott, Kans. 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 


Fort Worth, Texas. 


Frankfort, Ky 
Greenville, 8. C 
Harrisburg, Pa 


Havana, Cuba. 
Hazelton, Pa. . 


Houghton, Mich. : 


Houston, Texas 


Hutchinson, Kans. . 


Indianapolis, Ind. . 
Joplin, 


Kansas City. Mo 


Kenton, Ohio... .. 


Lake Charles, La 


The Vogue 
Wolf & Dessauer 
- Vogue 

. S. Farmer & Son 


Cabaniss-Gardner Co. Inc 


The Cloos Co. 
El Encanto 


.Fowler Dry Goods Co 
.. Morris <a 
Levy Bros. D. 
- Pegues W: aa $ G Co. 


.Selig Dry Goods Co. 


Newman's 


Kline's 


The D. B. Nourse Son & Co. 


The Muller Co., Ltd. 
ullock’s 


Los Angeles. Calif. . . . Bullock 


Louisville, Ky. .. 


Lynchburg, Va... ; 


Madison, Wis 
Memphis, Tenn. . 


.-Du Rand-Perry, Inc. 
.J. R. Millner Co. 


Simpson Garment Co. 
Phil. A. Halle 


Milwaukee, Wis. . 


Minneapolis, Minn.. 


New Bedford, Mass. . 
New Kensington, Pa 


New Orleans, La. . 
New York City. . 


Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


Oklahoma ot: ™. 


Olean, N. Y, 
Omaha, Neb. . 


Philippine Islands. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. . 
Pittsfield, Mass. 
Portland, Ore. . . 
Portsmouth, Ohio. 
Portsmouth, Va. .. 
Providence, R. I... 


Reading, Pa 
Richmond, Va 
Roanoke, V: 
Rochester, N. 
Rome, Ga. . 


Sacramento, Cal.. 


T. A Chapman Co. 
E. E. Atkinson & Co. 


Cherry & Co. 
Silverman's 


.. Holland Dress Shop 
.Franklin Simon & Co 
. Beir Bros. 


Harry Katz, Inc. 
H. W. Marcus Co. 


 Goldstein-Chapman Co. 


Elaine Elser 

The Rosenbaum Co. 
England Bros. 
Lipman, Wolfe & Co. 
The Marting Bros. Co. 
The Famous 

Cherry & Webb 


. The Cloos Co. 
.. Thalhimer Bros. 
. .B. Forman & Sons 


.B. Forman Co. 


J. Kuttner & Co 
. Bon Marche 


St. Paul, Minn.... 
Salt Lake Cit t 


San Antonio, Texas. 


Scranton, Pa. . 
Seattle, Wash. 


Sherman, Texas... 


Sioux City, Iowa. . 
South Bend, Ind 
Spartanburg, S. C.. 
Spokane, Wash. . 
Springfield, il.. 
Syracuse, N. Y 


Thomasville, Ga.... 
Toledo, Ohio... . 
Trenton, N 

Tyler, Tex 


Urbana, Ohi 
Utica, N. Y. 


Waco, Texas....... 


Wheeling, W. Va. 
Wilkes-Barre, 
Wilmington, Del. 


Winston-Salem, N. C. 


Cre 


_E. E. Atkinson & Co. 
h. Keith-0' Brien Co. 
.Joske Bros. Co. 


The Heinz Store 


.. The Bon Marche 
. Mark Bros. 


Davidson Bros. Co. 
Vewman's 


Floyd L. Liles Co. 


. The Crescent 
S. A. Barker Co. 
. S. Burdick & Sons 


Steyerman’ s Style Shop 
Stein's 

Yard's, Inc. 

Mayer & Schmidt 


Hitt & Fuller 
D. Price & Co. 


.Sanger Bros. 
Geo. E. Stifel Co 


Fowler, Dick & Walker 


a Kennard-Pyle Co. 


Rosenbacher & Bro 


P. Wiests’ Sons 
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arts and decorations 





WIENER WERKSTAETTE 
of America 
581 Rs h Aveaue 
New Yo 








art needlework 


NEEDLE & THREAD ARTS BUREAU, 

16 West 47th St., New York ‘ 
Unique and unusual articles of every description 
that needle and thread can make. 





INC. 








auction bridge 





HERE TO SHOP 


HARPER’S BAZAR 

















It takes no book of etiquette to 
realize that the correct form of 
stationery is important — especially 
for formal occasions such as weddings. 


in which 


” 


And that’s another way 
you'll find this ‘Where to Shop 
page valuable. Here are concerns 








THE RIGHT SORT OF WRITING PAPER 


. 


who will see that your stationery is 
all that it should be. 

Just consider the variety of an- 
nouncements in this one page; they 
run the alphabet from ato y—from 
“ Md ” “ ” 

arts and decorations” to “yarn. 

Look Through Them. 











L 





—_ 





ladies’ hand bags 





Exclusive Models Made to Order. Specialize in 
silks, brocades, tapestry. Latest creations submitted 
for app. Lowest prices. Re-coverings a spec. er 
atten. to mail orders. Wm. Nibur, 2432 B way, 








maids’ uniforms 


DRESSES, Vg and Bonnets, Coats, Aprons, 
Collars & Cuffs, Bibs, Ready-made and to order. 
Smart House and Street Uniforms. 
Nurses’ Outfitting Ass'n, 425 5th Ave., N. Y.C. 











millinery & feathers 








YOUR OWN NAME ON BRIDGE SCORES 
250 officially ruled sheets, 6x9 in. ayia 
rinted. Postpaid anywhere $2. Agents wanted. 
Zeach Company, 904 Sycamore, Cincinnati, O. 
AUCTION BRIDGE STANDARDS. By Wilbur 
C. Whitehead. Simplest, clearest, most author- 











as ative boek on bidding and play wot bridge. Copy 

$2.00. F. A. Stokes Co., 443 4th Ave., N. Y. C. 
MRS. BERTHA 3 WRIGHT 

Hotel St. Main 10000 


rae, Brookly 
w hitehead’ art of bidding and play 
Beginners or advanced players. Class or private 
LIDA eM —_ DER, 140 W. 57th ST. 
itehead's Method 
Concentrated Bridge for Beginners and Advanced 
Private Lessons—C lasses—-T elephone Circle 3053. 
MILTON C, WORK, LEADING AUTHORITY 
Announces new method of teaching—short cut to 
masterful playing. Write for information to Milton 
Bradley Co., 83 Park Street, Springfield, Mass. 














beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows; & Lashes. 
Darken them with Coloura! Adds winsome ex- 
pression. Won't wash off. $1.20 ppd; treatment 50e 
at Spiro’s, 26 W. 38th St. and 34 W. 46th St., N. Y. 


MME. MAYS, Face Specialist. Est. 30 years. Per- 
manently removes wrinkles, freckles, scars, etc. 
Muscles tightened; endorsed by known physicians. 
One address: 50 W. 49th St., Bryant 9426. 


MME. JULIAN’S HAIR DESTROYER perma- 
ne ntly eradicates all superfluous hair (with roots). 
No electricity or poison Stood test 50 years. 
Mme. Julian 14 West 47th St., N.Y. C 
*‘Derma Permurol.’’ A painless process for re- 
moving the old, faded skin and substituting a new 
delicate one. Complete with directions = home 
application $35.00. Dr. Post, 730-5th x, es 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES TS per- 
manently destroyed. Satisfaction he, 2 lectrol- 
ysis, no pain. Physicians’ references. Tel Bi ws 
2340. Florence Woodley, 507-5th Ave., N 
MADAME BERTHE'S ZIP saabalvaly aotaye 
hair with root. No electricity or caustics. Free dem- 


























onstration at office Write for booklet. Mme. 
Betthe, Specialist, Dept. SA, 562 Sth Ave., N. Y. 
PERSPIRATION? At last—offensive perspiration 
doomed. Save your gowns. AB-Scent—colorless. 


Won't stain, harmless, guaranteed. Alli stores or 
by mail. Mme. Berthe, Dept. A3, 562 5th Ave., N.Y 
EGG PACK for large pores. BLEACH PACK 
for tan and freckles. Home treatment or at our 
establishment under expert care of Ruth Frey, 
574 Sth Ave., at 46th St., Tel. Bryant 5676 

WHY LOOK OLD? Use Jeunesse Massage Cream 
$1.00 and tone up your skin with Jeunesse Wrinkle 
Lotion $2.00. If unable to obtain, write Jeunesse, 
136 Liberty Street, New York City 


SAGGING CHEEKS lifted perfectly Wrinkles 
smoothed out, the contour restored at once. Device 
worn concealed by hair. Literature free. Faceaid 
Studios, 1482 Broadway, New 

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR permanently removed by 
the painless method originated by Dr. Roebling 
Geyser, a licensed physician. This is the 12th 
year of its successful use. No electric needle or 
chemical used. Booklet sent in plain sealed en- 
velope upoa request. Dr. Roebling Geyser, 

East 35th St., New York City 
1 B12 Spruce St. . Philade Iphia, Pa 




















dancing 
(Continued) 


Mr. & a SADLER’S DANCING ACADEMY 
ango and all modern ste! = 





Private rane daily, classes ev ver nine. 
786 Broadway (near’ i07th St. ), ‘Acasemy 158 
LOUISE a ee 
ree apd Class Lessons. 

a sand Adults’ 
Tel. Columbus 4940. 





233 West 72nd S 











delicacies 
DELICIOUS C AEST ORNEA os FRUITS. 
Assorted. $2.00 Ib. boxes. Me 2-lb. boxes 


Shipped anywhere in U. 3 or Canada, 
Mission Fruiteria, Los Angeles, California 


prepaid. 








dramatic art 


THEODORA URSULA URVINE. _Dramatic 
Art. General training for the stage. Teacher of 
Alice Brady. Endorsed by Edith Wynne Matthi- 
son. Studio 31 Riverside Drive, New York. 











dress forms 





PNEUFORM—The Pneumatic Dress Form. Gowns 
fitted without personal try-on. Inflated in fitted 
lining, gives exact figure. oe Linings. Pneu- 
form, 16 West 46th St., N. Bryant 5338. 








dressmaker 


MME. LISETTE, 
Individual Gowns 
Prompt Service 





47 W. 49th St. 
Personal Attention 
Reasonable Prices 
Telephone Circle 2469 








employment agency 


MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York. 
We open wee a rlean and put in order 
r occupancy. 
The office munpiies ‘cmmnal ent household servants 














fancy dress & costumes 








gifts 





Feather Fancies of Burnt Goose & Peacock, Gou- 
ra & Paradise. Newest effects and dress trimmings 
made from your old ostrich feathers. Prompt mail 
service. K. Methot, 38 W. 34th St., N. Y. C. 





Vanities, Cigarette Cases, Pottery and Glassware. 
kets decorated with our attractive 
jal order. Rena es 4 
Madison Ave. Poth St.), New York, N. Y 





monograms & woven labels 








gowns bought 





To WOVEN NAMES. Save laundry losses, 
2 oes. $1.50, 6 doz. $2.00, 12 doz. $3.00. 
Write forsamples. J. & J. Cash, Inc. 

2023 ¢ Theatre Street South Norwalk, Conn 





MME. NAFTAL 
pays highest cash value for fine 
misfit or slightly used evening, 
street and dinner costumes; 





patterns 





Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, 
silverware, furniture and rugs. 
Promptness and ral payment our motto. 
66 West 45th Street Tel. 670 Bryant. 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies’ and 

Children’s Garments; picture or description; rea- 

sonable prices, perfect fit. Mail orders a sper lalty. 
Mrs. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 





TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE PAY CASH AT ONCE 
for Used Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- 
elry, Silverware. ~~ t petoes guaranteed. Ww ae 
phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St., 





sachets 





SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West a = 
New York. Tel. Bryant 670. I will pay good value 
for your fine used evening, street and dinner frocks, 
also diamonds, jewelry and silverware. 


Imported Novelties. Sachets for Trousseau and 
Boudoir, to use after the bath. Batik handkerchief. 
Vanity Puffs, boxed $1 each. Send for booklet. 
Jaquet, 151 West 33rd St., N. ¥ ty 





HIGHEST PRICES PAID 
for your Gowns, Wraps. 
DUFF, 151 West 46th St. 
Bryant 8247 








shoes 





gowns made to order 


SIMPLE GOWNS MADE TO MEASURE, for 
winter and Southern wear. For app’t call Miss 
Grace English, New York representative, Mad. Sq. 
3910. Harriette Mygatt. 











Shoecraft Shop “fits the narrow heel”’ in sizes 1- 
10, AAAA to E. French and English models in 
street and evening footwear. Send for C mentee HS 
Fit guaranteed. 4 5th Ave., New Yo 

SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and ‘American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathers. 
Best for high dnsteps. Send for Catalogue “H.’ 
J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City, 








gowns remodeled 


MY RE-BUILDING OF GOWNS IS THE TALK 
of New York, because I make creations out of gowns 
that seem hope less. Prices <a Atalanta 
Homer, Ltd., BS W. 48th St., N. Y. Bryant 1441. 


THE ART OF ALTERATION. Original charm 

and smartness thru slightest alteration. We spe- 

cialize in remodeling. Visit us or _ us call. 

Jeannetton, Inc., 122 E. 57th St., N. Y. Plaza 4244. 

E. & S. Mea 

will remodel your old gowns in, “the latest and ad- 
vanced styles. Also "a cag to order. Original ideas. 
134 West Sist St., xa . Tel. Schuyler 1995. 

















BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME CO. 
Orig inal ideas for Bal aneme. 
‘ostuines to ones = for ren 
6 


Phone _ int 3440 48th Bt, MY. 


hair 








flesh reduction 


SUPERFLUOUS FLESH REDUCED by modern 
scientific method. No dietin: Fm mye re paee 
Dr. R. Newman. Ki omnes 7 sician, 286 5t 

(nr. 30th St. y oa Longacre 4989. 
REDUCES HES SRR drugs, diet or exercises. 
Blanche Arral, opera prima donna, has novel, harm- 
less system. Send for booklet. Arral'’s Tika Tea 
Co., Dept. 18, 500 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 











beauty schools 


LEARN BEAUTY CULTURE under delightfully 
clean, sanitary conditions, with congenial people. 
Expert tuition, latest | es a aaa Booklet. Basse 





FLESH REDUCING CREAM will reduce from 
3 to 5 lbs. a week. Harmless. Sample jar $3.50. 
Ladies taken for treatment. 

Leslie A. Goodell,268 Brookline Ave.,Boston, Mass. 
BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM METHOD. 
Ring Roller—Bergonie Chair—Electric Light Baths 
Dr. Joseph R. Ross, 5 ee 300 Madison 


NESTLE LANOIL WAVING 

The best equipped and largest 
establishment in the world 

C. Nestle Co., 12 and 14 East 49th St., New York. 


*“*PEDIFORME”’ Shoes for Men, Women and Chil- 
dren, Combine Style, Durability gl Comfort at 
reasonable prices. Two stores: 36 W. 36th St., 
New York; 224 Livingston St., Brooklyn. 








shopping commissions 


RS. C. B. WILLIAMS New York ~~ oa 
will —_ with you or send anything to yo 
Serv vio es fre Send for ‘Bulletin. 
366 Fitth Avenue, New York City 
MRS. MARION P. WEIGLE, Smart Shopper 
Shops for you or with you free of charge. 
Chaperoning. References. 
306 W. 99th St., N. Y. Riverside 9132. 
INTERNATIONAL BUYERS, SERVICE AND 
EXCHANGE, INC., 342 Madison Ave., New York. 
Buyers of all merchandise. Expert discriminating 
staff which represents you. No charge. 
ADELINE N. BAKER acts as your personal repre- 
sentative in all New York shopping. Services free 
of charge. a reneee. 356 West 145th Street, 
New York City 

















Seven Minutes’ Steam Vapor Permanent Wave. 
C. F. Method $1.00 per curl. Marcel Wave effect 
$1.50 per curl. A_ stimulus to fine, scanty_hair. 
Booklet. Charles Frey, 574 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 
CALL AT SCHAEFFER’S if you want expert 
— attention for a permanent wave. ‘osi- 
tively no friz or kink. J. Schaeffer, 
590-592 Fifth Avenue Phone: Bryant 7615 
PERMANENT WAVE by our vacuum steaming 
process does not affect the natural oil; guaranteed 
6 to 8 months; 75c a curl: average wy 2 , Spiro’s, 
26 W. 38th St., and 34 W. 46th St., 
WILFRED SYSTEM OF PERMA xrW AV- 
ING. Expert service at most moderate prices. Best 
equipped establishment in New York. 

Circle 10220 

















specialty shops 


WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 


Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order. Illus. catalog H_in colors sent on 
request. Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind 








stationery 


wen ie STATIONERS 
Vedding invitations of individuality 
Engrav La by hand on the a t quality of papers. 
1121 Chestnut Street, 








Academy, 20 E. 46th 5S Vanderbilt 0522 
Wanamaker Beauty School, Inc. Leading school 
Ass'd income of $5,000 yearly. Spec. courses all brs 
Scien. beauty culture. Hairdressing, marcel wave, 
manicuring. Write for rts. & cat. 435 5th Av., N.Y 

NOT ONLY 

New York but many other cities are represented 
here, with the names and addresses of their leading 
shops 








Ave., cor. 4ist St., N. Tel. Vanderbilt 8658. 
MINERVA REDUCING DANCE. Famous enter- 
taining scientific system for regaining and retaining 
figure. Class and private. Enroll now. Minerva 
Grey, 411 W. End Ave., Tel. Schuyler 4122 & 9361. 


935 Seventh Avenue, New York. 

LOOK YOUR BEST—Use Pokorney’s haircolor- 
ing (henna shampoo). $2.50 box. Hair dyeing, ap- 
plication on premises. Transformations, Switches, 
etc. Pokorney, 50 East 34th Street, New York City. 


ee tee EMBOSSED STATIONERY. New 


$2. p 
Wallace Brown, 225 Fifth 











WATCH YOUR WEIGHT: “Diet and Health” by 
Dr. Lulu Hunt Peters—the book that tells how to 
eat what you like and still be svelte. pone $1. 
Reilly & Lee. 1006 Michigan Blvd., icago 





chintz 


THE CHINTZ SHOP 
431 Madison Ave., at 49th St., New York. 








NANCY E. HATCH the celebrated Rebuilder 
of Figures announces the opening of her new’estab- 
lishment for the reduction of ~ crore flesh at 
38 East 5ist St., New York C 


hair coloring 


GRAY HAIR BANISHED IN 15 MINUTES. 
Inecto Rapid aves permanent color and perfect 
texture. Particul: mailed. y demonstrations. 
Inecto Salons, 33-35 West 6th st. New York City. 





























Everything in chintz, linen and cretonne Im- | . 

ported and Domestic. Samples submitted | for the children health bread 
ea cone tovcorre for ge ey oes, <o- on re om Wines 

H L. 4 m y experts correct weak ankles. w-legs, of interest to K.. cures y low's 
cleaning & dyeing | knock-knees, ete. Write us for advice and sugges- | Boston, Brown Bread. Two-lb. loaf $1. postpaid. 
| tions. Best and Co., Fifth ! Ave. at 35th St., N. Y. “80 Macdougal St., New York Cit 
ARTHUR CHEGNAY 
Expert French Cleaner and Dyer. Gowns, suits, 


blouses, laces, trimmings, ete. Quick Service .Out-of- 
town orders solicited. 121 E. 57th St. Plaza 7193. 








corsets 


for the home 


UPHOLSTERED FURNITURE, windsor and 
wicker chairs — from factory at remarkable sav- 
ings. Visit us when in New York. Ruder Bros., 
18 East 48th St., New York, N. Y. 





MME. S. SCHWARTZ 
Custom-made and all novelties in Corsets for the 
Woman of fashion. Formerly 11 E. 47th St., now 
36 W. 57th St., New York. Tel. 1552 Murray Hill. 





dancing 


by oy at OF DANCE ARTS. 
York. Founded 1894. 12 Master 
* Dance Theatre. Theatre and 


aw isa 
43 W 


Social Dances. 


For Catalogue write Irvine, Sec'y. 


furriers 


E. SELIGMAN 


er 
Established 1890 
557 Fifth Avenue 
Listed here represent all that 
7 unusual in their particular 
ne. Mn leading shops of the 
a 
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| 
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wedding aadieaais 


EVERETT WADDEY CO., for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved be ae | Invita- 
tions at reasonable prices. of Weddin ng 
Etiquette free. 7 S. 11th St., wR, Va 

100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13. 50 or 
invitations, hand cnerevet 2 











WEDDING INVITATIONS & Announcements 
poem gl in the very latest styles. Write for 
ape prices. mpt serv: 33 Virginia 
Stat bnery Co., Dept. H., Richmond, 
100 WEDDING A NNOURCREEERTS: for $8.60. or 
Invitations. Paneled paper, Double env —— Thre 
styles of gn A Enclosure cards to match _—e 
for allace Brown, 225 Fifth Ave., N. 








pawn tlekets, a 
6 West sas Street, New York. 








wholesale gifts 





CASH FoR JEWELRY, Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 
silver, new or broken. Prices now exceptionally 

Est. 40 years. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45t 
Street, N. ¥Y.C. Tel. Bryant 670. 


Mitteldorfer Straus, 96 5th Ave., New York. 
Extreme Novelties, Toys, ete., $25.00 sample 
assortment sent on receipt of check. Catalog for 
the trade. Send 75 cents for a TUBBY TALES. 





TRABERT and PLIMPTON. Formerly with 


a it Co. 
Bldg. 5th Ave., cor 44th St. Murray Hill i192: 
ESTATES AND Pa tay yy PERSONS 
wishing pose of jewels can do so privately and 
to the best advantage at 542 5th Avenue, Rooms 
51, 5th Floor. Bechet and Barclay. 











yarns 


ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
A cmaors — od yarns. Corps 
4 a 50th 





Street, just off ‘5th A Ave., o New Yor 
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Pickles in Patterns 


Just one example 
of uniformity 
in food preparation 


XAMINE closely a jar of Heinz, pickles. 

They look good to eat, yes—but note 
the arrangement of the contents. Everything 
placed just so. 

Now look at another jar. It shows the 
same uniform pattern. You can't tell them 
apart. Andany number of jars, each packed 
by a different girl, show the same orderly, 
tasteful arrangement. ; 

The neat, prim, white-capped “Heinz girls” 
do this very skillfully and rapidly. Visitors 
to the Heinz spotless kitchens marvel at their 
deftness. 

This uniformity in packing is proof of a 
still greater thing—the uniformity of the 
products which are packed. It speaks vol- 
umes for the care in sorting and selecting. 

And the Heinz principle of uniformity 
goes still further. It is uniformity of grade 
and quality as well as of size—uniformity in 
every phase of preparation. Any one jar of 
pickles or any one can of beans 1s exactly as 
good as any other jar or can. The uniform 
quality and taste of each of the 57 Varieties 
is something which can always be depended 
upon. 

The reason is not only high standards of 
food preparation—but cheerful loyalty to 
these standards by the men and women who 
do the preparing. 





H. J. Hemnz Company 





Oiszs H.J.4.C2 
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HONORE WILLSIE | 
and a reproduction of the letier she wrote | 
to the School Bureau of Harper's Bazar 

' 














HONORE WILLSIE SAYS OF THE SCHOOL BUREAU 


“Te ts the best I have found in any women’s magazine’ 


HE School Bureau takes great pride in repro- 

ducing (by permission) this letter from the 
author of “Judith of the Godless Valley” which 
everybody, it seems, is reading just now and such 
other notable novels as “The Enchanted Canyon” 
and “Still Jim.” 


Besides, Mrs. Willsie is in a position to know maga- 
zines. In addition to her literary work, she was 
formerly editor of The Delineator. 

You see, when Honoré Willsie says the School 
Bureau of Harper’s Bazar “is the best I have found 
in any women’s magazine” it really does mean a great 
deal. 


Won’t you let us serve you as we served Mrs. Willsie 


and find the right school for your boy or girl? Per- 
haps for yourself? 


Every month we are serving a hundred and more 
parents and students in just this way. We have on 
hand here exceptionally accurate information about 
all the good schools of the country. And this infor- 
mation was obtained in the best sort of way: by 
personal visits to schools throughout the country, 
both East and West, North and South. 


Any sort of information about any sort of school 
anywhere in the United States—it sounds like rather 
a large order, but we believe we are ready to give 
it to you in a thorough and sincere way. 


Address your letter personally to 


Kenneth N. Chambers, Director 


HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 


119 WEST 40TH STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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New York—Girls 


SCOVILLE SCHOOL cixis 


1006 Fifth Ave. New York City 
Complete academic, college preparatory and 
advanced studies. Art, Music, Interior Decora- 
tion. Dramatic Expression, Languages and | Tac- 
tical Courses. Individual care and supervision. 


Miss Rosa B. Chisman, Principal 




















THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
A City School = Country Advantages. Opposite 
Sentral P Park. Boarding and Day Pupils. Special 
and Finishing Courses. Languages, Art, Music and 
Dramatic Art. Social Life. Outdoor recreation. 
Mes. Darrington some" le, Principal 
241 Central Park West, Box New York City 





COMMONWEALTH 


School of H 
Thorough and pence dy S—— in: Ateen oo 
pertaining to the home. Specia! part-time courses. 
Carefully supervised homes recommended for out-of- 
town students. Box B, 136 E. 55th St.,\New York City 


THE FINCH SCHOOL 


61 East 77th Street New York City 


A Boarding and Day School for Girls, emphasizing 
post-graduate work. 














L’ECOLE FRANCAISE 


A French School for American Girls. Removed | 
from Rome at beginning of War. | 
References by permission: Their Excellencies, | 
Mme. Jules Jusserand, French Embassy, W ashing- 
Embassy; Lady 


ton; Madame Barrere, French 
Rodd, British Embassy; Mrs. T hownes J. O’Brien, 
American Embassy at Rome. MADAME J. A. RIEF- 


FEL, Principal (diplomée de I Université de France) 
12-14 E. 95th St., N. Y. (overlooking Central Park) 





GARDNER SCHOOL 


A thorough school with delightful home life. 
College preparatory, academic, secretarial elec- 
tive courses. Music. Outdoor sports. 66th year. 
liss inge and Miss Masland, Principals 

11 East 51st Street, New York City. 








THE BROWNSON SCHOOL 
Private School for Catholic Gir!s 
Residents and Day Pupils 
French the language of the house 
Mrs. Atwoop VIOLETT 


22-24 East o1st Street New York 





OMSTOCK SCHOOL 


Miss Foster's School for Girls. 

Advanced Elective College Preparatory. 

Spec aaa Rs Native French Teachers. _ 

2 East 72nd St., New York, N. Y 
For Young Women. 


The Scudder School Day and Boarding, 


7 buildings; 200 students. U nusui il practical courses. 
(1) Preps iratory and General. (2) Domestic Science. 
(3) Secretarial. (4) Social Welfare and Community 
Service. Gymnasium, swimn ing, etc 

Miss H. B. Scudder, New York City, 244 W. 

St., at Riverside Drive. 








72d 


In 


the magazine. 


coast of Maine; from 


our columns. 


you. 
consideration, 


complete information. 


courteous attention. 


THE EDUCATIONAL 
DEPARTMENT 


of Harper’s Bazar 


has become one of the most important features 
this issue alone, 
of 227 progressive Schools and Camps. 
elsewhere for the right school or camp for your children. 
Or for yourself, if you are thinking of some special course 
of study to pursue during the Spring months. 


The Schools in Harper’s Bazar represent every section 
of the country from Miami, Florida, to the rockbound 
the Atlantic 
Even France, Italy and Switzerland are represented in 
And the members of our Educational De- 
partment have made long and extensive trips into the 
remotest sections of the country to visit these schools for 
We know them to be worthy of your every 
and we unhesitatingly 
one for the work it endeavors to fulfill. 


Write to these Schools for illustrated literature and more 
If at any time we 
tance, a letter addressed as follows will receive 


Kenneth N. Chambers, 
HARPER’S BAZAR 
119 WEST 40TH STREET 


of 
you will find a list 
No need to look 


to the Pacific. 


recommend each 


can be of assis- 
> prompt and 


Director 
SCHOOL BUREAU 
NEW YORK CITY 























| New York—Co-ed i 
THE HEBBARD SCHOOL | 
Formerly The Children’s House | 

An all-the-year graded school for boys and girls 

8 to 14. Modern buildings, country estate. Horse- 

back riding -_, Send for 


all outdoor sports 
Mes. J. C. B. Hebbard, Principal, 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, Y. 


catalogue. 





Do You Want Special Instruction 


In Literature, History, Arts and Science, Phil- 
osophy, Psychology, Modern and Ancient Lan- 
guages,or Business Fundamentals. Private Tutoring. 
wo H. D. ROBERTS a West 84th St. 

e 


Schuyler 3822 New York City 





OAKLAND SCHOOL FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 
125th year. Endowed. Managed by Friends. 
Ten teachers, 100 pupils. Terms reasonable 
Prepares for any college. Quaker ideals of life. 
ane atalogue, address 

LLIAM J. REAGAN, A.M., Principal 
ox 105, Poughkeepsie, =. ¥. 











i 





pe HE 


MADAME REY’S HOME SCHOOL 


Founded in 1905. St. Germain-en-Laye (near Paris) 
Tnusual opportunities for American girls. During 

the War, Mile. Rey saughs in two of the lead- 

ing Eastern Schools of the 

Mile. Maud Rey, 155. East 21st Street,, N. Y. C. 











CHATEAU DE GROSLAY S. 0. ) 


near Paris. A _ high-class finishing school for 
French and Foreign girls. Magnificent residence 
Large park, 20 minutes from gare du Nord by 
train, 30 by car. Its Paris Branch, 


RIBERA 


rue Ribera (XVle). Comfortable private 
arden. Thorough French studies. Art, 

: travelling. Write for prospectus 

to Madame Benasson-Marignac, 

Chateau de Groslay (S.-et-O.) 








ISSELS 

LES TOURELLES Wath 
Ideally located and beautifully appointed school. 
Unusual advantages. odern Languages, Music, 
Arts, Concerts, Lectures, and Travel. All 
sports. Chaperonage at all American 
. 86th 


Representative, Mme. 
St., Y Telephone Schuyler 3240 





Lausanne (Switzerland) Languedoc 


established in 1901. 


Boarding School for_ girls, 
Fine Arts, Sciences. 


Languages, especially French. 
Sports all year. 


Fee for three months—$120. Miss E. PELLATON 





Arlo School Rome 
Boys 12 and over. Travel combined with study. 
Preparation for college or business. Personal at- 
tention to individual needs of students J. E. 
sing “ tah (Johns Hopkins), Head Master. W. J. 
PELO, A. M. (Harvard), Director. 285 Fifth Ave., 
New York re ity 


MISS MACLEAN’S PARIS SCHOOL 


for American Girls. Seventh year. Number of 

pupils limited to eight. For catalog address 
Miss Florence R. MacLean 

51 Avenue Marceau Paris, France 


PARIS SCHOOL—MONTMORENCY COLLEGE 


19 Boulevard, Montmorency, Bois de Boulogne 


Finishing School of study and travel. Home life. 
High references. Write for prospectus. 


PARIS SCHOOL 


Under the direction of Mme. Damaris Gringoire 
(Diplomée de l'Université de Paris). Villa open 











for the summer at Dinard. French, Motoring, 
Sports. Particulars, address 
me. Damaris Gringoire, Inor, Meuse, France. 








Foreign i Chaperonage Homes _— 





Mrs. Boswell’s Residence 
IN NEW YORK 
FOR GIRL STUDENTS 
344 West 84th St., next Riverside Drive 
Tel. Schuyler 3106. Prospectus on Request. 
Open throughout the year. 


TEASDALE RESIDENCE 
For Young Women and Girl Students 
Open all year Chaperonage 
326 West 80th Street Riverside Drive 
New York City 


Telephone: 





Schuyler 7724 


Booklet 








Planned exclusively for girls pursuing special 
studies in New York. Exceptional opportuni- 
ties for French. 
MISSi MACINTYRE or MLLE. TALGUEN 
320 West 107th St., New York City 
(Riverside Drive) 








Specializing School with Chaperonage 
Music, Art, Languages, Practical courses. 
iss M. Hourigan 
Degrees from Royal Conservatory of Brussels and 
London 


6 East 76th Street, New York City 


Rhinelander 0819 


Attractibe sew Vork Home 
FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 
Write for information to Miss M. C. Belden 
391 West End Ave., New York City 

Near Riverside Drive 
Telephone Schuyler 1131 





Cha peronage 


‘ America. 


New York—Girls 


BRIARCLIFF 


Mrs. Dow's School for Girls 
Mrs EDITH COOPER HARTMAN, B. S.-Principal 
BRIARCLIFF MANOR NEW YORK 


BOX School 


A School of American Ideals in a 
Country of American Traditions 
Mrs. Russell Houghton, Box R, Cooperstown, N. Y. 


EAGLE PARK 


M Immaculate School for Girls. 100 acres on 
the Hudson River. Exceptional opportunities for 
cusdosractivities, cwtmnene, ete. Elementary, Col- 
lege Preparatory, Art, Music, Secretarial Courses 
dress " The Directress 
New York 




















« Yesining-on-Hudson 
M BRRILL’ Ss 
SIRES 


@Qaksmere ex 


Under personal supervision of Me Manin 
Orienta Point, Box B. Mamaroneck, N. Y. 


MARYMOUNT 


HOOL FOR sims 
COLLEGE FOR WOM 
Chartered by the Regents of the U ~ ersity of the 
State of New York with power to confer degrees. 
Write for Catalogue to The Reverend mother: 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson New York 








MISS MASON’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


The Castle 
In the Westchester nile overlooking the Hudson. 
45 mins. from N. Y. Graduate, preparatory, spe- 
cial, vocational departments. Vocational training 
emphasized in the Summer School. Separate school 
for little girls. Catalog. Miss C. E. Mason, LL.M., 
Box 942, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 





OSSINING SCHOOL 


For Girls. 54th year. 30 miles from New York. 

Academic and economic courses. Separate school 

for very young girls. For aan address 

New York, Seentap-one Box 2B 
CLARA C. FULLER Pewee 





HIGHLAND MANOR 


A non-sectarian country boarding school for girls. 


45 minutes from New York. Primary, Interme- 

diate, College Preparatory, Postgraduate. 
EUGENE H. LEHMAN 

Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. Box B. 





DREW SEMINARY 


The Carmel School for Girls on beautiful Lake 
Gleneida. 49 miles from New York. 600 feet 
elevation. High scholastic standing. Small classes 
General and special courses. Athletics. 57th year. 
Moderate charges. For catalog address 

Dr. Clarence P. McClelland, President 
Box 502 Carmel, N. Y. 


ST. AGNES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


College preparatory and general courses. 
Lower school for younger girls. 
Miss Matilda Gray, Principal 

Albany, New York 


NOBLE SCHOOL 


For Girls from 6 to 14 
KATHLEEN NOBLE JEROME 
White Plains, New York 


A School for Girls 
College Preparatory and General Cours: 
Art, Music, Domestic Economy, Athletics, Riding. 


Emma Barber Turnbach, A.B., Principal 
Dongan Hills Staten Island, N.Y. 

















New York, Long Island, Garden City. 


Cathedral School of Saint Mary 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS. 


preparatory and general course s. 
and Domestic Science 
MIss MIRIAM A. BYTEL, 


College Music, 


Box B. 

BRANTWOOD HALL sasaevic ay: 
BRONXVILLE,N.Y. 

28 minutes from Grand Central 

College preparatory and general courses. 4 build- 

ings, about 8 acres in the most beautiful County in 

Steady growth of 16 years, due chiefly 

to one patron's introducing another. 


Principal. 








Tutoring 


smn enetut 








Mrs. Zachary Ford Lillard 
6 West 87th Street, New York 
Residence for Young Women Students 
Reservations now being made for Mid-Winter Season 
Chaperonage. Circular on request. 


RESIDENCE and CHAPERONAGE 


Asweative, epee life for small number of girls. 
dividual care and attention 

Mrs. seenanan Smith and Miss Fanny J. Gray 

The Wyoming, 7th Ave., at 55th St., New York City 








Elementary and Preparatory Branches 
Successful record with New York's leading private 
schools. Instruction at student's or tutor’s residence 
MRS. H. BERTS 62 W. 84th Street 


Phone Schuyler 3822 New York City 


Mr. Ashton’s Tutoring School 


Summer and Winter Sessions 
Henry S. Ashton 
Irvington-on-Hudson, New York 




















The Schools in This Directory Are Recommended by Harper’s Bazar 




















New York—Boys 


New Jersey—Co-ed. 











Pennsylvania—Co-ed. 








New England—Boys 





THE RAYMOND RIORDON SCHOOL 
Highland - 


Where the boy is the first consideration. Primary 
thru College Preparatory. 


Ulster County - N.Y. 





MANLIUS Saint John’s School 

College Preparatory. Military 
Among the hills, near Syracuse. Former students 
now attending 44 colleges: Thoroughly equipped 
Well-ordered athletics. Business course. Junior 
School for boys 10 to 14. Thirty-four years under 
present management. Catalogue. Address 
Gen. Wm. Verbeck, Pres., Box 122, Manlius, N. Y. 





NEW YORK ILITARY ACADEMY 


High Seho- 

testi ‘Standards, Normal Military Training Sane 

Campane. Supervised athletics, Infantry, Cavalry 
Cadet Band. Commercial Courses, Manual Tr: xining. 








ST. PAUL’S 


A Boarding School for Boys 
New York. 


; 40 minutes from 
For catalogue address 
WALTER R. MARSH, 


i He suimaster, 
160 Stewart Ave., Garden City, L. L., N. 





THE STONE SCHOOL 
On Storm King Mountain. 50 Miles from NewY ork 
4 Progressive College Preparatory School 
Attractive Outdoor Life. Separate Lower School 
Cc ataleg and book of views on request 

n E. Duerr, ondmacter 
Gee Hudson, N. 


RVING 


i SCHOOL for Boys Verptnen-c0-Ratees 


25 miles from New York 
Rev. J. M. Furman, L.H.D., Headmaster, Box 913 








WOODLAND SCHOOL 


Boys 8 to 18. In Catskills, 1500 ft. elevation 
Ideal for developing strong, manly boys, preparing 
for college or life. Skiing, snow-shoeing, skating 

Athletics. Modern buildings. _ 315 acres 
Erwin S. Spink, A.B., Headmaster, Phoenicia, N.Y. 
SCHOOL 


AWLING for hoxs 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 





THE ROSE HAVEN SCHOOL | 


Folks from 
Supervised 


An individual Home for Little 
4 to 10. Exclusive Environment, 
Play, Real Mothering. Tenafly, N. J. 








HOME LIFE IN SCHOOL 


For little children, the school must 
meet a different need. Special care 
and more time must be devoted to 
each child. Write to Harper’s Bazar 
to help you find a home school for 
your small boy or girl. 





MONTESSORI COUNTRY AND CITY SCHOOLS 
Children 3 to 12 years 
Scientific direction covering 8 years’ experience. 
Able teachers and housemother in charge. 
Curriculum includes all formal grade studies. 
ANNA WINDLE PAIST, Directress 
Montessori First Boarding & Day School, Philadelphia, Pa. 





WYOMING SEMINARY A co-educa- 
tional school strong in character building. College 
reparation, Business, Music, Art, Oratory and 
fome Economics. Gy mnasium and’ Athletic field. 
78th year. Endowed. C: ee: 


L. L. SPRAGUE, D.D., , Pres., Kingston, Pa. 








Pennsylvania—Girls 











New Jersey— Boys 











For the all-around edu- 
eation of manly 
— tie sports 

-ampus Prepares for 
Made rate rates. Lower 


| PEDDIE 


college and business life. 
School for boys from 11 to 1-4 
ROGER W. SWETLAND, d 


A Graduate School in a College Town 

Two-year courses in academic work equal 
to best college standards. Emphasis on Music. 
Art, Secretarial Training and Home-making, 
Canoeing, —horse-back riding and hockey 


among other sports. For catalog address 
Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Crist, yon ws 
Box 1510 Swarthmore, Pa 


Write for catalogs of Mary Lyon Nchool (Colle ge 
Preparatory) and Seven Gables (Girls 6—14) 











Box 2-S, Hightstown, Mn J. 





BORDENTOWN MILITARY 
INSTITUTE 
Thorough preparation for college or business 
Boys taught how to study. Military training 
Supervised athletics. Individual attention. 38th 
year. ndon, Principal, Drawer C 30, 
Bordentown, N. J. 





Roosevelt Military Academy 


Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri- 
canism of Theodore Roosevelt. Strong outdoor life 
progressive curriculum Fits boys for leadership 
Unusual advisory board Catalog. John B. Car- 
rington, Headmaster, West Englewood, N. J. 





WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


12 miles from Philadelphia. Teachers of experience 
and character prepare for college and business 
Sound principles of teaching—emphasizing HOW 
to atudy. Special school for Juniors. 
Major C. A. Snyder, Superintendent 
jox 442, Wenonah, New Jersey 





FREEHOLD MILITARY SCHOOL 


For 80 select young boys. Just enough of the 
Military training to inculcate habits of obedience, 
promptness, orderliness and self-reliz a e. Study and 
play e arefully supervised. N , 42 miles; Phila., 
66 miles The school with the personal touch.” 
MaJor CHARLES M.DUNCAN,Box 122,Freehold,N .J. 


| 








Pennsylvania, Overbrook 


° ’ 
Miss Sayward’s School 
phia. College Preparatory and Secretarial Courses. 
Music, Domestic Science. Physical training, out- 
door sports, horseback riding, swimming. Devel- 
ops character, — and body. Write Dept. B. 
[iss JANET SAYWARD, Principal. 
HARCU SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
BRYN MAWR, PA. 
Thorough college preparation; or special 
study. Music, art. New building, large 
grounds. Athletics, riding. Mrs. E. H 


Harcum, B.L., Head of School. Mrs. 
L. M. WiLL1s, B.P., Head of Acad. Dept. 


For Girls. Sub- 
urb of Philadel- 








BISHOPTHORPE MANOR 


A select school for girls. Convenient to New 
York and Philadelphia. College preparatory and 
general courses. Secretarial work 

Claude N. Wyant, Principal, 
Box 246, Bethlehem, Pa 





CEDAR CRES A college with modern dor- 

mitories and equipment, at- 
tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. De- 
gree and certificate courses. Liberal Arts, A. B; 
Secretarial Science, B.S.S. Household Arts, B.S.; 
Music and Expression, A.B.: Accredited Teachers’ 
Courses. Address Wm. Curtis, Litt. D., Presi- 
dent, Allentown, Pa. 








—— 
New York—Co-ed. 


ARDSLEY HEIGHTS COUNTRY SCHOOL 


Westchester County 
Boarding and Day School, 15 miles from N. Y., for 
children4to1l2. Attractive home life, motherly care 
N.Y. Regent's standards. Outdoor sports. Splen- 
did ethical training at study and play. 
Henriette E. Henschel, Directress 
Ardsley, N. Y. Telephone Dobbs Ferry 244 


Saavtmninniamnarny 











New Jersey—-Girls 


wane owns | 





The Parsons School 
An all the year home school for girls from four to 
fourteen years of age. Small group, perecual 
eare, thorough instruction Ideally healthy locs- 
tion near New York. Send for further particulars to 
H. Grace Parsons, Box B, Essex Fells, N. J. 





ST. MARY’S HALL for GIRLS 


Mrs. Fearnley, Pusepel. Box 418 
Burlington, New Jersey 
A school of high standards in scholarship, 
acter and manners 


char- 





aiatg noo SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Miss Gildner's Preparatory School 
_ autine residence on large estate at Princeton, 
J Girls 12 and over. College preperatery:, gen- 


onal high school 2-yr. graduate course Music, 


art, domestic science. Tuition & board, $1200 
Catalog 
Miss Laura B. Gildner, Prin., Princeton, N. J. 





CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE 
A Good School for Girls 





Dr. Robert J. Trevorrow, Pres. 
Box 42 Hackettstown, N. J. 
New JERSEY, Orange 


Miss Beard’s School for Girls 
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College 
peroeratesy, special courses. Music, Art,.Domestic 
lence. Supervised physical work in gymnasium 
and feld. Catalog on ¥.8 st 
Lucite C. BEARD, Headmistress 


MONTCLAIR ACADEMY 


Gives boys a careful, thorough preparation for 
the best colleges, scientific schools and business 
High ideals, sound principles, proper attainments in 
life, of first Importance. All athletics. Suburban 
to New York Address John G. MacVicar, Head- 
master, 12 Walden Place, Montclair, N. J. 








Pennsylvania— Boys 





vena 


ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL 
Wayne (Main Line P. R. R.), Pa. 
Healthful location, homelike buildings. Mental and 
physical instruction, high moral influence makes 
unusual appeal to parents and boys. Prepares for 
college or business 
harles Henry Strout, A.M., Headmaster 





HARRISBURG ACADEMY 


Seniorand Junior Departments 
Modern, individual instruction in college prepara- 
tory and general courses. New fireproof buildings 
with large sunny rooms. Cottage dormitory sys- 
tem. Athletic field. Moderate rates 

rthur E. Brown, Headmaster 
Box B. 


Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 

, Nazareth, Pa. Founded 1743. 
( colleess ore woth vo and business courses. Senior, 
Intermediate and Junior Departments. Gymnasium 


and swimming pool. All outdoor sports. Min. age 
9 yrs. Address the Rey. A. D. Thaeler, D.D., Prin. 


SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY 


Prepares for college or life’s work. Inculcates 
* Fine academic and ath- 
Spacious wr i modern buildings. 
Junior Dept. for boys 10 to 14. Write for catalog. 

- Tomlinson, M.A., Box 24, Swarthmore, Pa. 


ry. ‘ y 
ETHLEHEM 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 

Upper and lower schools. 
Convenie as to New York and Philadelphia 
J. TUGGEY, Headmaste 
debdcan | Titer en ay 














PENNSYLVANIA, NEW BLOOMFIELD, BOX 15 
CARSON LONG INSTITUTE §'tb year. 


school for boys. 6 Buildings, 18 acres. College 
Preparatory, Business, Junior courses. Separate 
modern building for boys under 13 years. Health- 


ful country location. Individual and persona! in- 
struction. Terms, $400 Summer Camp and 
School June 7 to September 26, $176. 








Pennsylvania Schools 


The Schools in Pennsylvania which 
are advertised in Harper’s Bazar, 
will be glad to send you catalogs 
and descriptive literature. Write to 
those Schools whose announcements 
interest you. 














OGONTZ SCHOOL 


Founded 1850. A school 
for girls oceupying an estate on the summit of 
Rydal Hills. 25 minutes from Phila. Illustrated 


booklet describing new building mailed on request. 


Rydal, Junior Department. Miss Abby A. Suther- 
land, Prin. , Pennsylvania, Montgomery County. 


HIGHLAND HALL 


Founded 1867 
in old residential ym sburg, in the Alieghanies. 


lege al, 
fu LEN C. KE ATES, g 3. Prin. . tioliday burg. P: Pa. 











THE DARLINGTON SEMINARY, Inc. 


A school for girls, 22 miles from Philadeiphia. 
College ak oot Secretarial, Music, Art, Ex- 
pression Domestic Science, Physical Training. 
All outdoor sports. Catalogue. 

Christine Bye, Pres., Box 622, 


West Chester, Pennsylvania. 


BEECHWOOD 


Jenkintown, Pa. Suburb of Philadelphia. School 
for practical training of young women. Junior 
College Departments, Music, Art, Domestic Sci- 
ence, Kindergarten, Normal, Gymnastics, ete. 
Large new gymnasium. Address as above. 








LINDEN HALL SEMINARY E22. Si 

Est. 1746 

Beautiful, healthful location. Academic, College 

Preparatory and Special Courses. Separate Junior 

Denextmneat. Secretarial. Gymnasium and Swim- 
ming Pa, Catalog 

F. W. Stengel, Principal, Box 122, Lititz, Pa. 





The Birmingham School for Girls 


Birmingham, Pa. Thorough coteue penton and 
€ Si 


Headmaster A. R SRIER, 


Mou LT " 
» ©. Bus. Birmingham, Pa. 


Preeident. 














RIPPOWAM VILLA HOME SCHOOL 


For discriminating parents who wish their 
sons to have the advantages of a distinct home 
atmosphere Personal direction of studies; 
— and ethical training. Limited enroll- 

ndorsed by prominent educators. 
Delightful country lovat on within commuting 
distance of New York. 


W. JEROLD O’NEIL 
19 West North St., Stamford, Conn. Tel. 3857 














Allen-Chalmers 


A Country School for Boys 


Graduates ah on year are in Harvard. Bettman, 


Bro’ Tufts, Columbia, Cornel 
MILITARY REGULARITY. YOUNG ER AND 
OLDER BOY SEPARATE SCHOOLS. 


A, within 9 miles. 
Illustrated Booklets or Catalog on request. 
OMAS CHALMERS, D. D., Director, 
est Newton, Massachusetts. 





RIDGEFIELD 


Ridgefield, Conn. A country school 
for boys from 12 to 18, in the high- 
lands of the Berkshires. 50 miles 
from New York City. 

Theodore C. Jessup, Headmaster 


iS Sey 


WY 





ROXBURY Formerly Cheshire School 
A School for the Individual. Classes limited 
to five boys. Hard work required. Expert 
instruction mentally and physically. Boys enter 
address 
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GLEN EDE 

> Suburban 

> Fifth Aven 
beautiful g1 

* of studies. 

> Address: 





* Onan elev: 
mands a vie 
mountains 


Colle 
Thor 





whenever vacancies occur. For catalog, En 
W. L. FERRIS, A.B., HEADMASTER 
ROXBURY SCHOOL, INC., CHESHIRE, CONN. Gradu: 
‘ 
Homen 
a 
THE LITCHFIELD SCHOOL Unusually 
Prepares boys under fifteen for secondary schools. For | 
Ideal location and equipment. Altitude 1200 feet. o 
Thoroughinstruction. Sympathetic care. yinter De: 
sports. Horses and ponies. Rates $1000. Ret. 
erences required. Address Earle Everett Sarcka, MISS C 
Headmaster, P. O. Box 523, Litchfield, Conn. 
TI 
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL = qi cccid 


SIMSBURY, CONNECTICUT 
(15 Miles from Hartford, northwest) 


RAYMOND R. Mc ORMOND, HEADMASTER 
SUMMER AND WINTER SCHOOLS 








TRAINING SCHOOL AND FARM 


FOR 


INCORRIGIBLE BOYS 


15 years of age and over. 


Address Supt., Alderbrook, Norwalk, Conn. 





POWDER POINT SCHOOL 


Will understand your boy and help him to under- 
stand himsel 
RALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., Headmaster 
54 King Caesar Road, Duxbury, Mass. 





WILLISTON—A School for Boys 


Preparatory for roca or scientific school. Dit- 
rected work and Junior School for young 
r A distinct pI in its own building; sepa- 

y ress Archibald V. Galbraith, 


Principal. Box H, Easthampton, Mass. 





MILFORD 
A college preparatory school for boys of 16 and 
over. Formerly The Rosenbaum School. Small 
classes and individual instruction. Minimum tui- 
tion including room and board for the entire school 


year, $2,000. 
s 1B. R Principal, Milford, Conn. 
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EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


Co-educational. Founded 1802. 7 buildings. 13 
instructors. College preparatory, Academic. Busi- 
ness, Music. Junior School. Gymnasium and ath- 
letic field. Christian ideals. 

REV. J. FRANCIS COOPER, D.D., Principal 
On Narragansett Bay, East Greenwich, R. 1. 














WALI 


30 
ic ‘ollege Pre 
3 Boston. 4¢ 
+6 Buildings 
Mis: 





THE Ci 
Intensive 
Special co 
teachers. 





26 
New England—Co-ed. 1) 261 Claren 
Hows 
ST. ELIZABETH-OF-THE-ROSES © 25 iniles 
Episcopal. Open all year, Children 3 to 12. One fp 2uTSes 5 
a 7 % 
hour from New York. Usual studies. Outdoor trance ex 


sports. — ae that dev elops initiative. 
M . Stoddard, Directress, 


Noroton, Conn. 
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New England—Girls 





preparatory review. 





- The Ely School for Girls] 


Greenwich, Conn. 


In the country. One hour from New York. General, College Pre- 
paratory and Graduate Courses. Also one-year course, intensive college 











GLEN EDEN 


GLEN EDEN—For high-school girls or graduates. 
Suburban to New York City, 50 minutes from 
— Avenue. Magnificent buildings of granite; 
beautiful grounds; advantages exceptional. Choice 


* of studies 


‘Recording Secretary, Gin Eden, 


Address: 
. Stamford, Con 





Norwalk, Conn. 


HILLSIDE for"Gfrrs: 


Pig? ff Sy 45 miles trom New York. Preparation 
- ols for college entrance examinations. 
General courses. Organized athletics. 


Margaret R. Brendlinger, A. B. (Vassar) 
Vida Hunt Francis, A. B. (Smith), Principals 


ROGERS HALL 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 









* Onanelevation facing Fort Hill Park, which com- 


) 48th year. 


mands a View of the Concord River Valley and the 


mountains of New Hampshire. 


College Preparatory Course 


Thorough Preparation for College 
Entrance Board Examinations 


Graduate Course of two years 
Homemaking, Secretarial, Citizenship 
and Social Service Courses 
Unusually attractive equipment. Fivebuildings 
For Illustrated Book and Booklets 
Descriptive of Courses, address 
MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 
LOWELL, MASS. 





THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOL 


Springfield, Mass. 3 buildings. Gymnasium, 
Swimming, Ball field, Tennis, Horseback riding. 
College Preparatory, General, Secretarial, and 
Special Courses. Housecraft, model practice house. 
35 girls. 12 teachers. Principals, John MacDuffie, 
Ph.D., Mrs. John MacDuffie, A.B. 





TENACRE—A Country School for Girls 


to 
Preparatory to Dana Hall, 14 miles from Boston. 
All sports and athletics supervised and adapted to 
the age of the pupil. Finest instruction, care and 
influences. Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, 
Wellesley, Mass. 


Mount Ida School for Girls 


phn = mg’ finishing school. Exceptional oppor- 
ties, with a delightful home life. 
Send for Year Book 
2520 Summit Street, Newton, Mass. 


CHOATE SCHOOL 


Home and day school for girls. Special emphasis 
on college preparatory work. 








Augusta Choate, Vassar A.B., A.M., Principal, 
1600 Beacon Street, Brookline, Mass. 





Special 











1880 SEGUIN SCHOOL 
For Backward and Mentally Deficient Children 
Limited to 25 pupils, girls, soune s women 
insane. 


1923 





9 
MISS WOODS’ SCHOOL 
For EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 

Individual training will dev elo the child who does 
not progress satisfactorily. 24 miles from Phila. 
Booklet 

MOLLIE WOODS HARE, Principal, 

Box 152 Langhorne, Pa. 





THE HEDLEY SCHOOL 
For children physically and socially normal, yet 
who require indiv —y instruction and personal 
attention. Montes: dergarten, Primary and 
Intermediate. Industrial and domestic arts; music. 
Beautiful country home. (12 miles from_ Phila.) 
J. R. Hedley, M.D., Resident physician. Mes. J. R. 
Hedley, Principal, Box B, Glenside, P. yl 








LASELL SEMINARY 


A school that develops well-trained, healthful and 

resourceful womanhood. Home Economics, Lact 

Art, College Preparatory and Secretarial ‘Course 
GUY M. WINSLOW, Principal 

137 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 





HOUSE IN THE PINES 

rton, Ma 30 miles from Boston 

4 School for Girls. College preparatory and finish- 

ing courses. Music, Art, Household Arts. Secre- 

tarial courses. Every attention, not only to habits 

of study, but to each girl's health and happiness. 
Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal. 


THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877 
Opposite Smith College Campus. 


ya 





Miss HELEN E, THOMPSON, Headmistress 


FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL 


BACKWARD CHILDREN 


ATONAH, 
Onsiamanie and Ins) nspeciion Invited 
Rudolph 8. Fried, Principal 


SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 


FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 9-15 YEARS 
Individual Instruction. 
70 Prengest St., Portchester, > tad York 
el. Portchester 1556 








STANDISH MANOR 

A special school for girls requiring individual 

instruction. Intimate home care. Unusual 

advantages. 

Atice M. Myers, Principal. 

Hazer G. CuLLINGrorD, Assistant Principal. 
Halifax, Mass. 





Washington—Girls 


Southern—Girls 











NATIONALPARK SEMINARY 
For Young Women 
James E. Ament, Ph. D., LL.O., President 
Two-year Sule College. Condensed college work 
with additional! vocational courses, { 

Music, Art and Expression. Diplomas + 

with Domestic Science " 
courses. 90-acre cam- 
pus. Outdoor sports, 
Gymnasium and swim- 
ming pool. Clubs for 
recreation and social 
activities. 


















Referenceg 
jrequired. 

















WARD =-BELMONT 


FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN 
WARD-BELMONT combines high- 
est academic training and advan- 
tages of extensive grounds and 


equipment with that much-sought- 


for Southern culture and refinement. 
WARD-BELMONT offers a six- 
year course of study embracing two 
years of college. Its well-balanced 
curriculum meets the individual 
— For information, 


| 
WARD-BELMONT ii 
Belmont Terrace, Box 12, Nashville, Tenn. 








WASHINGTON, D. C. 


A school in the Nation’s Capital where events of 
world-wide importance take place. Unusual 
opportunities for observation as well as study. 


Write to the schools advertised inHarper’sBazar. 





OAKCREST 
WASHINGTON, D 


ADDRESS 
THE SECRETARY 





GUNSTON HALL 


A School for Girls Established 1892 
Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Principal 
1924 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 





FAIRMONT SCHOOL 


For Girls. 24th year. Limited to graduates of ac- 
credited preparatory and high schools. Two-year 
college and special courses. Effective use of 
Educational advantages of the National Capital, 





2111 S Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 
KING -SMITH STUDIO-SCHOOL 
For young women. Courses: music, languages, 


painting, sculpture, dancing, expression, dramatic 
art, academic or college subjects. Courses elective. 
Tuition os to amount of work taken. 

. AUGUST KING-SMITH, Directors 
4754 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, DB. Cc. 








ROLLINS COLLEGE 


Winter Park, Florida 


C- “EDUCATIONAL — Inter-denomi- 
national. Standard courses leading to 
A. B. degree. Special advantages in Music, 
Art, Home Economics and Business. Year 
round open air activities and water sports. 
Zxpenses $4006. Write for catalogue. 














FLORIDA 
Miss Harris’ Florida School 
Grammar and college preparation course: 
Outdoor classes. Ocean bathing and olf, “all year. 
_, _ MISS JULIA FILLMORE HARRIS 
1057 Brickell Ave. Miami, Florida 





BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 


Select patronage 30 states; pleasant social life: 
North of Atlanta. Standard A.B. course; special 
advantages in music, oratory, art, domestic ‘ olense. 
phy sical culture. New gy mnasium, swimming pool. 

Catalog and illustrated book. 

¥ renau, Box H, Gainesville, Ga. 


BAYLOR COLLEGE 


Largest Coliege for Women in the South. Prop- 
erty value over $1,000,000. Standard degrees con- 
ferred. yg eS Music Department. Write for cata- 
logue. J, C, Hardy, President, Belton, Texas. 











Southern—Co-ed 








Church Schools in the Diocese of Virginia, Inc. 


President- Biohep of Va. Epise. Ch. ownership; health; echol- 

arship; culture: beaut BOYS: St. Chris: — x te —$600, 

= thmonds i Ghristchurch- $400, C hristchurch P.O., 
4 e’s— . 


ex Co LS: St. Catherin 
St. Margaret’s— $450, Tap- 


e *$—$500 Charlottesville; 
pahannock, Essex Cc Catalogs from Principals. 








COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Beautiful location in National Capital. High 
School. College Preparatory an Collegiate 
Courses. Complete Domestic Science and Secre- 
tarial departments. Music, Art and Expression. 
Well ordered home and social life. Athletics. 
Miss Charlotte Crittenden Everett, Principal 
1533 Eighteenth Street, N. W., Washington, B. c 





Southern—Girls 











Northampton, Massachusetts. 
Aschool 


SOUTHFIELD POINT HALL ?27<ic:! 


Beautifully located on Long Island Sound. Inter- 
momate. General and College Preparatory Courses. 
Music, Gymnastics, Athletics and Sports. Address 


Jessie Callarn Gray, B.A., Principal 
6 Davenport Drive Stamford, Conn. 


THE BINGHAMTON TRAINING SCHOOL 


An ideal private home-school for nervous, back- 
ward and mental defectives. No age limit. Phys- 
ical Culture. Manual training and all branches. 
Open year around. Terms $75 per month. 

Mr. and Mrs. AuGusT A. BoLpT, Supt. 

NEW VoRx, Binghamton, 112 Fairview Ave. 





Saint Margaret’s School 


College Preparatory. Secretarial and 
Domestic Science Courses. Gymnasium. Organized 
athletics. Outdoor life on 50-acre school farm. 
Miss Emily Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal, 
Waterbury, Conn. 





: WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 


» College Prep aratory School for Girls. 
» Boston. 


10 Highland Street, Natick, 
17 “mile es fromi 
46 Acres. Skating Pond. ‘Athletic Fields. 
6 Buildings. Gymnasium 
Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals. 





THE CHAMBERLAYNE SCHOOL 





Ne Be 


/Intensive preparation for college. General and 


special courses ic, art, languages—native 
teachers. Ou t-of-door sports. 
261 Clarendon St., Cor. of C Ith A 





‘Boston, Mass. 





HOWARD SEMINARY FOR GIRLS 


25 miles from Boston. Lay menage = General 
Courses. 1-year intensive course for College en- 
tranee examinations. Household Economics, 
“trong courses in instrumental and vocal music. 
Horseback Riding. All sports. 50 pupils. 

,. ir. and Mrs. C. P. Kendall, Principals 

“6 Howard Street, West Bridgewater, Mass. 





THE WRIGHT ORAL SCHOOL 


ad ae Pest saa Partially Deaf. Mt. Morris Pk. 
We: N. City. Kindergarten to College En- 
pa A ional boarding and day school with 
home atmosphere. Large faculty. Indiv idual atten- 
tion. Outdoor gymnasium. Instruction entirely 
by Oral and Auricular methods. Children from 
four years up accepted. Co-educational. Twenty- 
ninth year. 


The Bancroft School 


For Mentally Subnormal Children 
One of the oldest and best schools of its kind in exis- 
Senge. For catalog address Box 165, Haddonfield, 
E. A. Farrington, M.D. 


DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 


Three distinct schools to meet special needs of 





Jenzia Coulson Cooley. 





Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia 


Episcopal school for girls—Eightieth Session. Rich 
in traditions of the past; alive to the needs of the 
present. Thorough college preparation. Out- 
door sports. Address Mrs. H. N. Hills, A.B., Box H. 


ST. HILDA’S HALL, Charles Town, W. Va. 





The Chevron School for Girls. Episcopal. In the 
Shenandoah be College ees: Elective 
Courses. Music and Art. letics. Open air 
classes. Individual instruction. $600. Catalog. 


Mariah Pendleton Duval, Principal. 





1853 MARYLAND COLLEGE 1923 


Fireproof Buildings. 


Private Bath .......... . -$900 
Running Water............ . -$850 
PU ING 96:66 eo n:b:0's-0:6 40x $800 


Catalogue. Address Box 2B, Lutherville, Maryland 





HOLLINS COLLEGE For Women 
Hollins, Virginia 
Founded 1842. Standard College Courses for 
Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Music degrees. 


Southern—Boys 


PALM BEACH SCHOOL 


For Boys. Elementary day school. Decer:ber 
to April. Athletics. 
W. W. Ferguson, Headmaster 
Chilean Ave. Palm Beach, Fla. 














SNYDER OUTBOOR SCHOOL 


Florida ey pown ll to March 
On Captiva Island near Fort Myers. Outdoor 
Life in the Salt Air and on the Salt Water. Col- 
lege Preparatory and General Courses. Separate 
group for younger boys. Catalog on request. 
CLARENCE E. SNYDER, A.M 


Fine Arts Building. Chicago, ma, 





TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


The most beautiful and best equippe: America. 
Faculty of Specialists. College Hoard Standards. Single 
Rooms, Individual Advisers. All Athletics, Forty-five boys 
entered college in September, 1922. 


MURRAY PEABODY BRUSH, Ph.D., Director, | 
Rate $1000. Port Deposit, Md. 





TENNESSEE MILITARY INSTITUTE 
Box 82, Sweetwater, Tenn. 
You owe it to society, yourself, and your boy to 
choose with utmost care as conoet which will help 
mould him ennessee Military Institute is 
“The South's Best _ @.. Military School.”’ 
Our Catalog will help you to choose wisely. Write. 





STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY 
Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Uni- 
versities, Government Academies or Business. Gym- 
nasium, swimming pool and athletic park. $600,000 
plant. Charges $ $600. For catalogue tape 





children who require individual instruction. oe yy a SF SRemeatOn. 300 H. Russell, 
4 ratalogue a 3 a 
Box B. DEVEREUX SCHOOL, Berwyn,Pa. | ~ "°°" mm. Estes Cocke, Sec'y, Box 335 Box 8. (Kable Station), Staunton, Va. 
VIRGENSA COLLEGS for BT FISHBURNE MILITARY SCHOOL 


THE FREER SCHOOL 


For girls of retarded development. Limited enroll- 
ment permits intimate care. 14 miles from Boston. 
Miss Cora E. Morse, Principal, 


31 Park Circle, Arlington Heights, Mass. 





omen Roa Va. 
3 the Valley of V) wae 1 aM for health aa beau- 
ty Elective, Preparatory and full Junior College 
courses. Music, Art, Expression. Domestic Science. 
Catalogue. Address MATTIE P. HARRIS, President. 
Mrs. GERTRUDE HARRIS BOATWRIGHT, Vice-Pres. 





Prepares for universities and pateens life. Personal 
attention. R.O. T. C. under U.S. War Department. 
ear. New $250, 000 fireproot equipment 
Rate $600. bs oe “ 
aj organ H. Hudgins 
Box 418 w 


Principal 
aynesboro, Va. 
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Write to These Schools for Illustrated Literature 




















Western—Boys 








PAGE 


Military Academy 

















A big school for little boys (as 
young as six but not over four- 
teen) where the little fellows get 
home care and training. Your 
boy will be safe here while he 
learns worthwhile things. Sym- 
pathetic, intellige nt guidance 
everywhere. Military training, 
modified to meet boys’ needs, 
makes alert, erect and prompt. 
Let Page start your boy so he 
will go right. Lady teachers to 
fifth grade. House Mothers 
Ask for the Page catalog. Ad- 
dress 
ROBERT A. GIBBS, H'dmaster 

loute 7, Box 948 


Los Angeles California 

















WILLIAM WARREN SCHOOL 


Prepares for Easte rm and Western Universities. 
Minimum age limit 7. Country School 50 minutes 
from San Francisco. 


Box W8 Menlo Park, California 





SAN DIEGO ARMY AND NAVY ACADEMY 

Prepares for Colleges, West Point and Annapolis. 

University of California's highest scholastic rating 

Christian influences. Land and water sports all 

year. Summer session July 1-September 1. Catalog. 

Address President, Box H, acific Beach Sta. 
San Diego, California. 





Seale Academy (Military) 


Comfortable buildings in a charming eight-acre 
wooded park to live in, a gymnasium and seven- 
acre athletic field to play in, and all in the match- 
less climate of California. Accredited to the Uni- 
versities. Catalogs. 

GRENVILLE C. EMERY, Headmaster 
Box B Palo Alto, California 








~ SUMMER 
ULVER, SCHOOLS 
Lake iii ia: re tees 





Northwestern Military and Naval Academy 
Lake Geneva Wisconsin 
The distinctive advantages and methods{offered by 
this College Preparatory School will prove of interest 
to discriminating parents 

ol. R. P. Davidson, President. 


THORPE 


SCHOOL Boys under 15 
One hour from Chicago 
Address Lake Forest, Illinois 








as 


We estern— Girls | 


The Anna Head School {)), 25. dn0°; 


minutes from San Francisco. College preps aratory. 
with certiticate privileges, special and post-graduate 
courses. Music, Art, Domestic Science, Gymnasium, 
Swimming Pool, all outdoor sports Address MARY E 
WILSON, Prin., Channing Way, Berkeley, California, 





ELLIOTT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


In heart of residential Los Angeles. Residence and 
Day through 9th grade. Ideal Home Life. Char- 
acter Building Out-of-door classes Open the 
entire year. Pupils accepted at any time 

Box HB, Los Angeles, California 





Lenox Hall 
Select School for Girls, Enrollment limited. For 
Catalogue, address 
Mrs. LOUISE M. THOMAS, Principal. 
Box 1024 Kirkwood, Mo. 





LINDENWOOD COLLEGE 
Founded 1827. 50 minutes from St Louis, Mo 

‘wo and four year courses with degrees. Special 
courses. Music Department of unexcelled merit. 
Athletic field, gymnasium, swimming pool, tennis 
courts. 


J. L. ROEMER, Pres., Box 522, St. Charles, Mo. 


A WESTERN SCHOOL 





The Schools in Harper's Bazar will be glad to 
Bend you catalogues and descriptive literature. 
Write to those Schools whose announcements in- 
terest you 
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"MUSICAL RE-EDUCATION 


by 
Harriet A. Seymour 


Author: “What Music Can Do for You.” 
“How to Think Music.” 


EFORE a child studies grammar he can speak and 

understand language. The artist’s imagination before 

he learns to paint has been filled with a great 
gallery of forms and colors. Why should not the child be 
first introduced to that wondrous realm of true music by 
actually hearing and feeling music? Music should be al- 
lowed to invest the children with its own atmosphere, with 
its full beauty and complete charm. 


as 
Ss 


USICAL Re-education as we conceive it is concerned 


with the inner growth of the pupil which ultimately 
leads to fine and free expression. It fosters vitality, interest, 
and spontaneity, and eliminates formality, apathy, and the 
need of compulsion. 


as 
MS 


HE great wealth of music stored up in the treasuries of 

national folk songs and ballads has been tapped to 
provide musical experience that is interest-provoking and 
satisfying to children. Their instinct for rhythm is aroused 
by having them meet in small groups to skip, march and 
swing their bodies and arms. During all this time they are 
hearing again and again these lovely melodies, so that grad- 
ually true musical feeling is awakened and a sound musical 
taste is developed. 

The children are taught to listen carefully to the melodies 
so that they can hum or play them on the piano from memory. 
They are taught to hear the supporting harmony, and thus 
learn to harmonize these simple, beautiful melodies, to 
transpose, and to compose and harmonize their own original 
melodies. The inner urge for musical expression and crea- 
tiveness is thus aroused so that the children progress rapidly 
in the ability to perform, and their appreciation and taste 


improve steadily. 


W* must not forget that music above all else is the 
language of the emotions. Music can mirror emotions 
as no other medium; the joy of life, the sweep and surge of 
passion, the tenderness of love, the poignancy of despair, 
the fleeting shades of feeling—those elusive, wandering 
waifs of the imagination—and in fact, the whole of that vast 
gamut of the feelings that constitutes the essence of our con- 
scious life. Translated into melody, harmonious and rhyth- 
mic, these dwellers in our imagination assume a beauty, 
a dignity, and an unsuspected significance that re-invigorate 
and inspire the spirit. As ideas are born in the mind of man 
and are given coherent expression through language, so 
these fleeting feelings which surcharge the consciousness of 
man are transmuted into music and become the purest and 
most intimate expression of man’s feeling consciousness. 


a) 
Ss 


O enter into the fullness of life, to obtain more joy and 

freedom and peace of mind is the ever-present wish 
buried deep in the heart of every human being. To guide 
skillfully and constructively the great natural channel of 
expression afforded by music which often unlocks the door 
to a full realization and well rounded development of one’s 
character, and to awaken true musical feeling in the hearts, 
both of children and of adults should be the ultimate aim of 
the music schools. 
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FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President § 
The Leading Institution for 
—— and Expressional Training ‘ 


Jew Term will begin April 2 


> A TEACHER’S SUMMER COURSE ¢ 
2 in Theatre Arts, Stage Crafts, and Play | 
E Producing, July 16 to August 25 
All courses of instruction under the 
direction of the Established Faculty 


q Coteas g of either course from SECRETARY 
5 Carnegie Hall, NEw YORK § 


FRR RRR RRR RR RRR RR RE 











ALVIEM 
1a 21618)! 


DRAMA OPERA SPEECH 
STAGE DANCING 
PHOTO PLAY SINGING 
Learn to Act by Acting 
Concentration courses include actual stage 
experience and appearances at Alviene Art 
Theatre, developing poise, personality and 
good address, graduating artists. 20 In- 

structors. For catalog write Sec’y. 


43 West 72nd St., Room 20, New York 


SCHOOL i: THEATRE 


Threshold Playhouse—Children’s Saturday Theatre 
DIRECTORS 
CLARE TREE MAJOR GEORGE ARLISS 
WALTER HAMPDEN ELSIE FERGUSON 
ERNEST TRUEX FRANK CRAVEN 
Six months’ stock experience before graduation 
—Danc ing, fencing, voice development, panto- 
mime, Shakespeare, etc. 
For catalog, write ‘‘The Director” 
571 Lexington Avenue New York City 














ALBERT! SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 


114 Carnegie Hall, 
olaaum 7th Ave. cor. Both s St.) 
Regular Courses October to June. Connected with 
Stuart Walker's Companies and Young People's 
Theatre, Inc. 





NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 
Courses for advanced students and be- 
ginners.—Elocution, Public Speaking, 
Drama, Pantomime.—Speech cefects 
cured. Evening Classes. 

332 West 56th Street, New York City 








KLIZABETH MACK STUDIOS 
Classes forming to produce plays. DRAMA 
Private lessons and small classes. 


Summer term in Paris. Vv OIC E 
Studio, 15 West 12th Street, FRENCH 
N. Y.C. LITERATURE 





COLLEGE. OF 
MACLEAN pestis ax0 
SPEECH ARTS 


CHICAGO, ILL. 


2835 S. Michigan Ave. 








Music Schools 


uinnUN 











Piano, Voice, Violin andj Normal Classes 
David B. Bergh, Mar., 57 W. 48th St., N. Y. 











New York School 
of Music and Arts 
150 Riverside .Drive 


All Branches of Music 
and the Arts taught 


DORMITORIES IN BUILDING 














ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCHOOL © 


endorsed by 
Paderewski 
Instrumental, Vocal, French, History of Art. 
Day and Boarding Depts. Catalogues on request. 
East 80th St., New York 





INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART™ 


of the city of New York. Conducted only for stu- 7 
dents of real musical ability and serious purposes. © 
Preparatory centers in all parts of Greater New] 
York, = SS 

RANK DAMROSCH, Director t 
120 ee... Ave., Cor. 122d St., New York City © 
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interior 


Decoration 
lO Lassons by Mail *3000 


ACADEMY 0. F FINE ARTS 


&] East Y OF F dt- ago 


Dress Design 
20 Lessons by Mail *60.00 | 

ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 

6) East Madison Street ~ Chicago 
CARTOONING 


15 Lessons by Mail *45,00 































‘8! Gast Madison Street ~ Chicago _| 
AL fashion - Drawin§ 

7 5 Lessons by Mail *2500 
ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 


6] Gast Madison St. ~ Chicago 




















S Lessons by Mail oe 


\ ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 


\\ 67 East Madison Street ~Chicago 











ommercial Art 
5 Lessons by Mail*25.00 


ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 


~ 81 East HAadison Street ~ Chicago 














The Paris Branch 


N.Y. School of Fine and Applied Art 


Frank ALVAH Parsons, President Wma. Opom, Director 


Professional and amateur courses in Interior Archi- 
tecture and Decoration; Stage, Costume and Poster 
Design. Begins Mar.12, Circulars. Summer and Winter 


Address Sec., 2239 Broadway, New York 














The Art Students League of New York 


47th year. Classes in Life Drawing and Painting, 

Portrait, Still Life, Illustration and Composition, 

Antique and Modeling. New School of Graphic 

Arts under Joseph Pennell and Fred W. Goudy. 
Box H, 215 West 57th St., New York 








ADELAIDE and HUGHES 


STUDIO OF g 4 DANCE 






















Juntor and 
adult classes 
for all classic 
dancing. 
Stage dances 

created to 


Personal at- 
tention and 
direction 
given in the 
art of the 
dance in all 
its phases, 
Private and 
classinstruc- 
tio for socias 
| dancing. 


/ ual. Special 
J) classes 
. M. 
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Costume or 

Millinery Design 
De Luxe with 

P. Clement Brown 


The Parisian Technique through the 


Psychology of Line Method which 
includes 

ARCHITECTURAL ANATOMY 
(Illustration), PROFESSIONAL 
BLOCK MAKING, MODELING, 
DRAPING and the HANDLING 


OF MATERIALS. 


Designing by Psychology of Line, 
Color, Ornamentations and Materials, 
enables the Designer to excel and 
commercialize his or her abil- 
ity far greater than the aver- 
age Designer. 


BROWN’S 
SRLON STUDIOS 


















IN DRESS 


P. Clement Brown 
is the subject of a 


NEW BOOK ,je*t2f 


the press 
The first edition of the text book 
by P. Clement Brown which consists 
of a practical reference book for de- 


signers on the psychology of line, 
color, ornamentation and materials 
as well as a home study mail course 


in fashion designing. This book con- 
tains over 50 designs of the best 
problems of the day. With every 


book comes a complete draft- 
ing set for producing the models. 
Send $10 to New York studio 
and book will be sent 
by return mail. 


620 FIFTH AVE. 


at 50th St New York 








BECOME AN INTERIOR DECORATOR 
Dignified and lucrative profession 
‘or men and women. Crowded with 
opportunities. Easy to oma by our 
RESIDENT A 
HOME STUDY COURSES 
Start at once--Send for catalogue A6 
Mid-year term commences February 3rd 
The New York School of Interior Decoration 
101 Park Ave. New York City 

















Coors DESIGN 


an 
FASHION ILLUSTRATION 
Pattern Cutting, Draping, _—— 
INDIVIDUAL mgraveree 
Evening 6-9 Saturday , = I-5 
MODERN FASHION SCHOOL 
104 W. 43rd St., Bet. B’way & 6th Ave., N. Y. 





FASHION—ART STUDIO 
OF DESIGNING 
626 Vine Street Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Fashion Illustration, _ Costume Design, Stage 
Arts, Textile Desizn, Interior Decoration, 
mercial Art, and Life Drawing. Send for catalog—H. 





Distinctive Millinery is the Mark 
of a Well Dressed Woman 


Learn to create your own exclusive styles in a 
thoroughly practical and well-equipped school, 
under the personal direction of an expert. 

Completion of course permits fulfilling respon- 
sible, lucrative positions.. Day and Evening Classes. 
Booklet upon request. 


ADELAIDE MILLER STUDIO 


20 WEST FORTY-NINTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY = (Just off Fifth Avenue) 





THE NEW YORK SCHOOL OF 
SECRETARIES 
THREE MONTHS’ INTENSIVE COURSE 
Students enter on any date. Individual instruc- 
tion. Graduates registered. 
342 Madison Avenue V. M. Wheat, Director 








57th St. 
NEW YORK 














The California Denishawn 


at 932 S. Grand Ave., Los Angeles 
announces a three months’ winter course in 
advanced technique and dance, commencing 
January 1, 1923. 

Gertrude C. Moore, Supervising Director 

Gladys MacLachlan, Resident Director 














VESTOFF SEROVA SCHOOL 
of DANCING 


Ballet, Classic, Interpretative. Children’s courses a 
speciaity. Summer Normal come for_ teachers. 
47 West 72nd Street, New York. Telephone 


Columbus 6212 and 9283. 





for Physical 
Education 


The Sargent School 


Established 1881. Booklet on request. 


D. A. SARGENT L. W. SARGENT 
Cambridge 38, Mass. 





BALLARD Register Now For 
SECRETARIAL COURSE 
Established 50 Years 

$6 ” 0 0 610 Lex. Ave., at 53rd St. 

Central Branch Y.W.C.A. 
SHORT-STORY WRITING 
A PRACTICAL forty-lesson course in 
the writing and marketing of the * hort- 
Story taught by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein, 
Editor of The Writer’s Monthly. 250 
page catalog free. Please address: 


The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 19 Springfield, Mass. 








Dr. Esenwein 








= Be a Nurse 


Earn $30—$35 a week 


Every woman should learn. 
We train Beginners, Practical 
Nurses,"Mothers and Relicious 
Workers by our Fascinating 
Home-study Method. Leading 
C*icago System. Endorsed by 
Physicians. Est. 22 years. 
Earn while learning 
Tf you are over 18 and under 
55 years of age write for cata- 
log oat Lesson Pages with 
FREE details of Money-Back 
Guarantee and FREE NURSE'S EQUIPMENT. 
Chicago School of Nursing, Dept. 7912, 421 Ashland Bivd., Chicago 








¥ i alk The Florence 

A\ (a —, LL Wilde Studio 
f 

SAS eatin 





— — courses in all branches of com- 
mercial illustration. Outdoor study in Catskills 
during summer, under personal supervision of Mrs. 
Wilde, formerly of Pratt Institute. Enrollment 


limited. Ee h 
63 West 9th Street New York City 





COSTUME DESIGN 


Illustration and Anatomy 


Resident and Mail 
Unusus al Me thods Miemy ‘Endorsed 
Young Art Sch 


607 Broad Street _ ark, N. J. 





Parisian Fashion Studios 
20 East 46th Street, New York 


Course in Costume Design and Fashion Illustration 
in professional Studio. Individual Instruction under 
competent, practical teachers. Write for particulars. 


DESIGNING and MILLINERY 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- 
sale, retailor home use. Day and Evening Classes. 
Call or write for particulars. McDowell Dress- 
making and Millinery Schools. Estab. 1876. Char- 
tered under Regents. 58 West 40th St., New York. 











Katharine Gibbs School of 
Secretarial and Executive 





Training for Educated Women 


Resident and day School, 247 Berkeley St., pastes. 
Day School, 101 Park Ave., New York Ci ty 





The Brown School of Commerce 
Develops highly efficient Business Executives and 


Secretaries. Small group instruction. Day classes 
for women. Night, co-educational. Fine-paying 
Address Box B, 


positions await our graduates. 
25 West 45th Street, New York City 





The Miss Farmer School of Cookery 


Home of the Boston Cooking School Cook Book. 
Cookery and Household Technique for the home and 
for professional use. Six months and intensive short 
courses. Send for booklet. Miss Alice Bradley, 
Principal. 30H ing Ave , Boston, Mass. 








HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 
Kindergarten-Primary Training School 
Affiliated with New York University 

Students enrolled for February. Exceptional resi- 
dence facilities. Excellent positions for graduates. 
Address Miss Harriette Melissa Mills, Prin., Nine 

, New York University Bidg., Washington 
Square, New York City. 





WOMEN! 
BECOME INDEPENDENT 
Improve your own appearance while 
learning to improve that of others 


Become a member of this highly respected pro- 
fession. Marinello graduates lead everywhere 





—are known and sought—earn_ $3,000 to 
$20,000 a year. Learn scientifically and 
thoroughly at the largest and best- equipped 


school of beauty culture in the country. | 


Marinello teaches Facial and Scalp Treatments, 
Shampooing, Manicuring, Marcel and Water 

Waving, Hairdressing, Permanent Waving and 
Electrolysis. 
| 


Day and night classes, advanced and elementary. 
Easy terms. Call or write for our School Catalog. 
THE MARINELLO SYSTEM 
“> Fifth Avenue 806B Tower Court 
New York City Chicago, IIl. 











COSTUME and 
MILLINERY 
DESIGN 


Right Off the Avenue 


The Nationally Known School 

OU are cordially invited to spend 

a delightful and instructive hour at 
21 East 79th Street, New York, a few 
doors from Fifth Avenue. In this 
palatial resident school we will be glad 
to tell you how you can enter a remu- 
nerative and genteel profession. The 
Hartman Method of Instruction in 
Design is based on twelve years of 
systematic study. 

ou are also invited, if practicable to you, 

to call at our Philadelphia and San Francisco 
schools. You will be amply repaid. If you 
cannot call, write to our New York gs 
ters for Mr. Hartman's notable book, * 
Secret of Costume Design.” It is yours ee 
the asking. It may open a new adn you 
and put you on the high road to success. 
FASHION ACADEMY, INC. 
21 East 79th Street, Studio HB-2 


Philadelphia San Francisco 
1432 N. Broad St. Scottish Rite Temple 

















WE TEACH 
COMMERCIAL 


ART 


**‘Use Your Spare Time 
for Pleasure or Profit’’ 


Meyer Both Company, the largest com- 
mercial art organization in the field, 
offers you a different and practical train- 
ing. If you like to draw, develop your 
talent. Study this practical course— 
taught by this widely known institution, 
with twenty-two years’ success—which 
each year produces and sells to adver- 
tisers in the United States and Canada 
over ten thousand commercial drawings. 
Who else could give you so wide an experi- 
ence? Commercial art is a business neces- 
sity—a highly paid, intensely interesting pro- 
fession, equally open to men and women. 
Home study instruction. Get facts before 
you enroll in any school. Write for our illus- 
trated Book, ‘‘YOUR OPPORTUNITY’'— 
for one-half the cost of mailing—four cents 
in stamps. 


Meyer Both Company 


Dept. of Art Instruction 
Michigan Ave, at 20th St.. Dept. 53, CHICAGO, ILL. 








Srvc 


Teachers’ Agencies 





THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


oe ate 


Nearly 


has 


ffers unparalleled service. 
school in America 


teachers on our recommendation 


Cc. S. CROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. 
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Girls’ Camps 








SARGENT CAMPS 


For Girls Peterboro, N. H. 


Promotes a healthy, happy. useful 
life. Skilled leaders. Unexcelled equip- 
ment and care. Water sports, hiking, 
riding, tennis, dra- 
matics, handicrafts. 

Junior Camp, 8 to 15. 

Senior Camp, 15 to 20. 

Camp Club. A distinct 
unit for girls over twenty, 
All moderno improve- 
ments. Campers accepted 
for two weeks or more. 
June to September in- 





For illustrated booklet 
address Camp Secretary, 
8 Everett St., "Cnaubvtdans 
Mass. 

















Camp. Mys Mie owns tne Nortnern Light, 65 passenger 
30 HP. 54 feet over all— speed 20 miles an hour 
CAMP MYSTIC connecnc 
CONNECTICUT 


“MISS JOBE’S CAMP FOR GIRLS” 
The salt water camp for girls. Half way between 
New York and Boston. Life in the New England 
hills, woods, and by the sea. Unusuat buildings, tent 
bungalows, tennis courts. Shower and tub baths. 
Modern sanitation. Salt water sports, exceptional 
training in life saving, swimming. Safe canoeing, 
horseback riding. Dancing, field athletics, arts and 
crafts, dramatics. C oe life and trips under the 
personal direction of Miss Jobe, who has had ten 
seasons of practical experience (summer and winter) 
in camping and exploration in the Canadian Rockies. 
Care for the safety and health of each camper 
Juniors and Seniors. Age 8-18. Illustrated booklet. 

MARY L. JOBE, A. M., F. R. G. S., 
Room C, 122 E. 37th >... ‘New York City. 














CAMP WINN ESH EWAUKA 


LUNENBERG, VT. FOR GIRLS 


In White Mountain region. Mile of lake shore 
Best of everything for the best girls Free 
horseback riding, water and field sports, handi- 
crafts, music and dancing under expert in- 
structors. Sponson and war canoes. Cozy 
screened bungalows, spring and artesian well 
water, modern plumbing. Satisfied parents and 
happy girls tell the story. Booklet on request. 
HERBERT F. BALCH, Dept. B., St. Johnsbury, Vt. 














Camp Minne-Wawa for Girls 


Adirondack Mountains, Pine Lake, Clemons, N. Y. Riding 
featured included !n camp fee. Athletics Sider. Aquatics, 
Dramatics. Pageant given e 7 sumer. Arts and ts. 
Ages #18, Camp fee $300, Addreas Camp Director Chris- 
tine wapoctes, of Athletics, Public Se hools, 
606 West 116th Street, New York City. 














have assembled; 


of your choice. 
riding, 


horseback 


told me the other day, 


why there are 100% 
the February issue last year. 


carefully. 


you. 


119 West 40th Street 


When Summer Comes 
Will Camps Be Far Behind? 


HEN the School bells have tolled for the last time 
before the Summer holidays; 
when pupils and teachers alike are 
looking forward with eager anticipation to another camp- 
ing season in the mountains or at the shore—will you have 


selected the right camp for your children? 


It sounds incongruous to be talking about Summer Camps 
in midwinter, but now is the time to make certain of 


securing a place for your son or daughter in the Camp 


At a good Camp your children will be taught archery, 
sailing, swimming, deep-sea fishing, 
surf bathing, mountain climbing. These are only a few 
of the pleasant occupations. 


under the direction of experienced and able councilors. 


And the Camps, as the Director of a very prominent one 
‘are always glad to register children 
from Harper’s Bazar families.” 


more Camps in this issue than in 


Write to the Camps for illustrated literature. 
They will be glad to send you detailed information. If 
you find it difficult to make a choice perhaps we can help 


Address your letter to 


Kenneth N. Chambers, 
HARPER’S BAZAR CAMP BUREAU 


when the last classes 


And, of course, always 


Perhaps this will explain 


Study these announcements 


Director 


New York City 


Girls’ Camps 








ALOHA CAMPS 










For Girls 


Three Distinct 
Camps 


Fairlce, Vt. 


Ages 7-13, 
14-17, 17-30 


F eu* ee sae Stra, 


Aquaplaning 

Joy of living in the open, with vigorous bodies, alert 
minds and happy hearts. Camp sports, including horse- 
Seok riding. Appreciating the wonders of nature with 
a ee ft, woodcrart and mouatninecsin depart- 
men ts. These and many. many more cha arms of 
Aloha Camp life. Neve 19th sea- 
son. Lanakila Camp for boys under same management. 

For booklets address Mrs. E. L. kK, 

221 Addington Road, Brookline, Mass. 











A Girls’ Camp 
Differing from 
Others. 


Wynona 


Lake Morey, Fairlee, Vt. 


Noted for its Kentucky 
Saddle Horses, Riding In- 
struction, Golf, Tennis. 

Bungalows with electric 
lights and running w ae 
located in a pine grov: 

Situated on autiful is ike 
a all water sports. 

ficient care and_ suit- 
om .. supervision for girls. 

Number limited to 100. 
Early booking essential. 

References furnished and 
required. For booklet 
address: 


WYNONA CAMP 
274Summer St., Fitchburg, Mass. 


Lake Morey Club (a modern hotel) 
under same management. 
















Ogontz White Mountain 


Camp for Girls 

N a lake in the heart of the 

White Mountains. Camp has 
exclusive use of Lake. Woodland 
and mountain scenery unsurpassed. 
Canoeing, swimming, hiking, moun- 
tain climbing, horseback riding. 
Arts and Craf.s work includes pottery 
and basketry New style screened 
tents for open-air sleeping. 

Girls live close to nature and grow 
strong in their happy, care-free life. 
Under manzgement of the Ogontz 
School. Address 


Ogontz School, Rydal, Pa. 














CAMP MINNEHAHA 


Home Care, Camp Fun for Girls. First Three Part 
Camp in the South. Blue Birds 8 to 12 years, Juniors and 
Senior Reet Camp, Experienced Councilors. Crafts, 
Nature Lore, Water Sports, Hiking, Gypsying. x 
MRS. BELLE ABBOTT ROXBY, Bat Cave, 





EGGEMOGGIN CAMP FOR GIRLS 
East Harpswell, Maine 


Ninth season Experienced \aupervisore 


On salt water Resident nur 

Fgremmect riding free = oF, and Senior Camps 
— Limited enrolime nt ¥ 
Tuition $320.00 NO EXTRAS 


Booklet on request Winter address 
Principal and Mrs. E. L. Montgomery 
36 Sherman Street Hartford, Conn, 














CAMP NEWAKA 


er Girls, Gold Lake, Colorado 
Between Boulder and Rotes Park an ee activities of health- 
ful camp life offered to a limited nu o extras. Ref- 
erences. r Ue write t - 
Mal ‘is Vocenses, Heven J. MACDONALD, Directors 
4600 McPherson Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri 





CAMP COWASSET FOR GIRLS 
North Falmouth, Mass., on Buzzards Bay. Canoe- 
ing, swimming, water sports, Free horseback rid- 
ing, tennis, field contests. Seniors and Juniors. 
Address Miss Beatrice A. Hunt 

20 Plymouth Street Holbrook, Mass. 


CampWatatic 


On Lake Winnekeag, in the hills of Bi . m ’ Mas- 
sachusetts. Land and water sports, hikes, mountain 
trips, horseback riding. Limited yw x r. Send for 
illustrated story of camp life. Miss A. E. ROBERTS, 
Director, 31 Holland Avenue, Waethiela. Mass. 

One of the finest “all 


CAMP JUNALUSKA around”’ camps in the 


South for girls. Lake Junaluska, N. C., in the 
“Land of the Sky.” Delightful camp activities 
under careful supervision. Illustrated booklet. 
Miss Ethel J. McCoy, Virginia Intermont College, 
Bristol, Va 


CAMP TWA'N E-KO-TAH 


Forgirts (Jr. & Sr.)on Lake Chautauqua, N 
1500 ft. elev. Water sports, horsebac “k A 
i dramatics, interpretative dancing, home 
care. Booklet. Rev. & Mrs. R.C. STOLL, 
20 College Hill, Snyder, N. Y. 


PINE KNOLL CAMP 


For Girls Oe 
On lovely Lake Iona, in Chocorua re —— of W inte 
Mts. Every advantege in equipment, management 
and supervision for a happy, satisfy ing summer. 
Mrs. Frances H. White, 321 N. Euclid Ave. Oak Park Ill, 





oe  -e 




















Boys’ Camps 








KEZAR LAKE, LOVELL, MAINE 
For boys 9 15. Personal attention of Director 
and Wife. Reguiated sports. Nature work. 
A. H. SMITH 





LAUREL FALLS CAMP FOR GIRLS 


In the midst of the Blue Ridge Mountains. Every 
sport that appeals to the heartsof fun-loving girls. 
Splendid equipment. — supervision of activi- 
ties. Booklet upon requ 

Rev. C. W. SMITH, sell Clayton, Georgia. 





For Girls. On beau. 
Pine Tree Camp (0 20.0? Ta: 
2000 feet above sea, in pine-laden air of Pocono 
Four hours from New York and Phila- 





delphia. pxpenionces Comneeors. ee rid- 





M 19th Season 
Camp Ossipee On Lake Ossipee 
(For Boys under 16) _In the White Mts., N. H. 
Conducted like a Club—not for business 
by the Headmaster of one of the oldest and _ best 
known private schools. Address H. B. Guild, Secy. 
Nassau Place Peekskill, N. Y. 





+. For Boys 7 to 16. 
Camp Champlain 67. R255 Woods 
on Mallett’s Bay. Lake Champlain, between Green 
and Adirondack Mts. A glorious vacation with 
canoeing, swimming, hiking, baseball, horseback 
riding. 30th year. Booklet. H.J. WRIGHT, 
52 Elliott Avenue, Yonkers, New York 


BoB- WHITE Sina en Is 


= Lay Payee ead 
Gypsy Trips. Hikes, Swieming Woatine. Tlus- 
trated Booklet. Ralph C. Hill, | 
Hayes, 501 St., B 











POLE BRIDGE CAMP. 
jatamoras, Pike Co., Pen 

A wonde rfal camp ona mountain top “y the Water 
Gap region ove eee the Delaware, oniy 90 
miles from N. Modern equipment. Hiking, 
swimming, all sports supervised. For 25 boys 
8-14. Booklet 

Rev.WM. E. PALMER, 75 YaleSta.,New Haven,Conn. 





SUMMERTIME 


In the Woods or at the Sea, a camp is the ideal 
| place. Look at those now advertising in Har- 





| per's Bazar, and write to them for information. 





CAMP WERNSSSOS FOR BOYS 


Lake Winnecoo sane 21st Seaso' 
July 2 to "August 31, ages. All land and water 
sporte—H k riding. The i aad summer a 


Illustrated Cata 
L. Rand, Di 


No. 1 Hemenway Road Salem, Mamachusctts. 





CAMP SOKOKIS FOR bape 
Bridgton, Me. A small hom 


Acri 
Lewis C. Williaens, 171 171 Ww, 12th St., 
New York City—Chelsea 3779, 





CAMP WE-E-YAH- YAH 


Among the Thousand Islands, N, 


A rea] summer for boys, aged 8 to bs 
Illustrated Booklet. 9th Season. 


H. H. Buxton, 900 Newell St., Utica, N. Y. 





Girls’ Camps 


LUTHER GULICK CARES 


On beautiful Lake Sebago 
Winter address, 122 High St., Portland, Maine 














86 Westford Avenue Springfield, Mass. - Grant, Director, 22 E. 10th on N.Y.C. | ing, tenni3, baseball, canoeing, ‘‘hikes.”” Handi- 
—. gardenin:, | 12th year. Miss og teed Price, 
» 404 W. School Lane 





SILVER LAKE CAMPS 


In the Lake Placid re-ion of the Adirondacks. 
All land and water sports. Horseback riding 
under experts. Arts aid Crafts. Senior and 
unior Units. For il: nog booklet address 
irector, Silver Lake Camps, Box 21, Bradford 
Academy, Bradford, Mass. 





CAMP TRAILS END for Girls 
Ideal location on Kentucky River. 

and and water sports, horseback 
riding, handicrafts, music, dancing, 
etc.,under expertsupervision. Trip to 
Mammoth Cave. Write for booklet. 
Miss Snyder, 361 S. Brcadway, Lexington, Ky. 


CAMP ALLEGRO, Silver Lake, N. H. 


An athletic camp. Mountai climbing. Over-night 

camping. Water sports scienti.ically conducted. 

Riding school saddle — Music and dramatics. 

Mrs. Blanche Carste 212 Gardens Apt. 
Forest Hills, New a k 


= = = = 
Camp Kinni-Kinnik 
Colorado Camp for Girls. Foot of Pikes Peak. Altitude 6,675 
ft. Ideal location, Marvelous scenery invisorating climate 
mountain climbing, horseback riding rama 
dancing, Junior and Senior depar 


Mrs. S. A WILKINSON, 42 Coodbar Bide, Memphis, Tenn. 








matics, swimming, 





e For Girls. Among 
Camp Winnahkee [i Gis onset 
lett’s Bay, Lake Champlain. Best equipment. Al) 
land and water sports—Horseback riding, motor- 
boating, dramatics, dancing, handicraft. Experi- 
enced Councilors. Trained nurse. 8th yous.  —ooeene 
H. J. Wright, 52 Elliott Ave., Yonkers, N 
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DOGS 









































A MAN WHO KNOWS DOGS—AT YOUR SERVICE 


Frank F. Dole, in charge of the Dog Department of Harper’s Bazar, 
has had twenty years’ experience in raising dogs, judging them, buying 
them. His services are yours to command; and he will take pride in Sick as 
securing for you exactly the sort of dog you want. Write him c/o Harper’s 
| Bazar, 119 West 40th Street, New York. 





a dog 


Before the show, wee Bt k FI; ul 
and a and your dog’ Come wil be uly 
fect. Fleasworrythe dog and prevent propercoat 
develo Tee, Be Blow into coat with powder gun. I. 


I: ° 
imap datetie Fis Shepherd Dogs —Police Dogs 
BLACK 4 CPL AG tad At all |S 


" sizes: 15c, 40c and 75c, 
Fees west of Denver, Col., Canada 
oreign countries]. Or direct by 

mail on receipt of price. 


ELACK FLAG Baltimore, Md. 


© W.N. U. 




















| | Your dog is exposed to distemper 
| | Travelling on trains, playing with other 
dogs on the street, on exhibition at 
Dog Shows, or even being patted by 
friendly hands. 


DELCREO 












Litter of Puppies. Sire, Luchs 
Uckermark, P. H. the sire of Grand 
Champion Dolf'von.Dusternbrook. 
Dam, Champion Virgie of Rolling 
Road. Best of foundation stock for 
breeders, excellent show prospects. 


RYDAL KENNELS Rydal, Pa. 




















not only cures distemper; it also prevents it 
As long as Delcreo is in the system, distemper 
germs can not gain a foothold. Deicreo is also 


_— 
~) unsurpassed as a tonic and conditioner. 
Shomont White te Collies Love Kiddies | : > 
This one quali e makes our Scotch Col- And for fleas, mange, eczema, and other skin 
b seme tern ty ane diseases, Delcreo Soluble Sulphur Compound, 
devoted. H: juality a dog shou! 
. strength. 


Bath Sulphur and Sulphur Ointment, are not 














s Ev d needs worming occasionally. only highly efficient, but also are easy to ad- 
fatigable Maw ange on rm: ey are by noted a. — | ean Ming Sure Shot Capsules for dogs aaialebor 4 and do not make the dog obje aot able 
ene Aas, | Of Oil dag-com. (,atisfac- FEED —, TRAIN (liquid for puppies) never fail. 60 cents at — on 

i ‘akin. our Jelcreo Dog Remedies are not carried by 
T KENNELS KEEP HIM HEAL THY ps a A Medicine your kennel man or druggist, we will gladly 
Box 103, Monticello, lowa and ” for Every ship them, postpaid, to any address on receipt 
CURE DOG DISEASES F a t 7 Dog Ailment of price 
How to put dog in condi- 





pm - 


/PLG eants Be Gites ecenal 1:98 


tion, kill fleas, cure scratch- 


POLICE DOG PUPPIES | | ifcsiaiscadlcoks™ DOG BOOK 




















Polk Miller’s famous Soluble Bath Sulphur - 
from the world’s finest bloodlines, the one man W DOG REMEDIES Dog Book, 64 pages 5 DOG MEDICI N ES Soluble Sulphur Ointment 1.0 
cos of human intelligence, combining the good ‘ag oe Sean Gaia pat ns feeding 8 be 
ra ” oe 
qualities of all breeds. Males $100; females $75. Se eee, coma, Gas = gree blank, eilment The DELSON CHEMICAL CO., Inc. 
GLEN GARDEN KENNELS (reg.) led free. chartandSen. Vest’s Dept. B 

ac. Mailed fi a 'Tribut pt.B, 42 Penn St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Brown Harwood, Owner, 110 W. 4th St., WwW BORATORIES celebrated ** sta 2 
Fort Worth, Texas. Reference: Bradstreet’s, Q-V LA ain Mice =e aoe: leamanen 
Dun’s. " roo ew Jersey . 

ee oes aan : POLK MILLER DRUGCO. 






Imported Scottish 
ed and Wire-haired 





























COCKER SPANIELS PEKINGESE |/ Fox Terriers 
are the ‘mon all around Of the Highest Quality at cud 
do} ouse dogs. All colors. Attractive prices. Puppies usually for sale. 
chil iicen’ en's play mates, and Puppies sired by the famous — ~ ie oe 
ve always . merican Kenne ub. 
bi ks, ‘Wee Chiof Trafford Kow Kee. Exclusively. From prize 
same “blue os = Inspection of kennels invited. winning, registered stock. oreee = communica 
Zemetines red, from Correspondence a pleasure. Best of breeding. Nothing uon 
2 M Address under $8 1 Satesaction Mrs. Emma Hunter, 
7 uaranteec orrespondence 1660 N. Robi 
Be, and Mire, A. R. Motit Mrs. H. L. Sears a Ples asure. Address: Kinryo Phila, Pa. aia 
= Wu Kee Kennels, Old Short Belmont 3440 J 
al Road and Marion Ave. } Cincinnati, Onto A 
burn New Jersey 4 





























Boston Terriers 
A few choice specimens, both 
sexes, for sale, by the celebrated 

FASCINATION 


. C. 107292 


WILDROID KENNELS | | PEKINGESE ~ 
Oldest breeders of Pe- EXCLUSIVELY 


kingese. The real Orien- ~ — . P 
tal style of Pekes. HE best quality. All iu 

















; fs Finest head and expression of 
Splendid puppies and puppies inoculated any dog in the sauater: oe! 
nate pag — & _— against distemper. $30.00 up. 
Js your dog’s ap ‘appea pearance ‘Address: MRS. ANNIE Sunnidale Kennels Sen “= illustrated 
1632 Swain Streets OO PMILADELPHIA, PA 32\Macon Aven gow Box 195. Springfield, Ms 
wa reet, i jason Avenue, ‘ “A x pringfield, Mass. 
Binghamton, New York Miss M. LEIPSIGER ie 4 = : 























Burlington lowa 





SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES 
— mommnantest, handsomest and 


























marist handsnmest nd Puppy Dogs’ Tails 


the gfhing for children, play, White English Bull Terriers SHEPHERD PUPPIES FREE BOOK on treatment 





pep. My Always full command respect. They are ideal companions ; ° 
; for the growing éhild as well as the man or (Police Dogs) and Care of Dogs (Including 
woman who loves a pure white, upstanding, ax ern : 
Fens pall pnt ge A by our Cham pion Stock for sale Puppies) Address: Humphrey’ s 
7 Pu ples gné oon Gow See Re ane 8 P. A. B. Widener, Owner V R di 15 
. Willship on approval bess iiood Eines. ee cee nee cee Address all communications to eterinary emedies, 6 
to onsible parti Guar- CHALASTIR KENNELS (Registered) 
resp parties Guar LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mor. Joselle Ken- William Street, New York. 
antee safe delivery anywhere. G. H. Child, Forest Glen, Maryland nels, Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 








THE BROCKWAY KENNELS, Baldwin, Kansas 























BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


sy ENGLISH BULL DOGS 


High Class pedigreed dogs. 
intelligent, trappy, attractive 


ALF-DURNE 


WHITE COLLIE lovers will 
continue to purchase Highnoon 
White Collies, because they have 
tyve and quality, individuality, 


SUNNYBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 


Offer for sale puppies and 






yo ay | Ge world’s and are decidedly different from + KENNELS 
a best breeding. Our Kennels the ordinary. Mi 500 
Mailed free to any address by are full of the Parbold, octane P.O, Box 





the Author Seedley and Southport PUPPIES - MATRONS- SIRES 





















































Huntington Sta. 
America’s Strains. For 35c will send Prices and details upon request. : LL 
Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER co., Inc. my booklet on training the pepe Males $75. Females, 
DogMedicines | 129West 24th Street, New York _ ae ian THE poy Pst — $50 up. No cheap ones. 
. RK, K egister: 
_ Bull Bloomington, Illinois 1619 Gl d Ave., Y Ohio FRENCH BULL DOGS 
The est Dog » Young 5 
K ~ he World FFOR Sale—High Class 
ennels in the Wor! ‘Winning Wire-haired REXDEN-BELCARZA KENNELS 
ee ee and Smooth Fox CHOW CHOWS FOR SALE SHEPHERD DOGS (POLICE DOGS) 
merited result of a most Airedale Terriers, West | | Males and Females, pedigreed, solid Pups of Highest Quality Only 
excellent blending of the Highland Terriers, Bull colors—black, blue and red. ALS We can offer a few splendidly developed 
a— _— Terriers and mostly all splendid Boston Terrier Puppies. For Bain FH Champion ait altwortens- 
a « i. é “a 
We have some, puppies breeds for sale. full particulars address berg oat Immo ¥ Her me eDark. an 
now. Males $50. t Sst ampion -Altwurttember: 
Females $35.00 up. Apply JAMES H. MORRISON | ra Flock vobioeteanza sacs - 
FERN — Sas ALF rong soma 532 S. 16th St., Philadelphia, Penna. 17 keen pes St, N.¥.C. Murray Hill 4013. 
Bayville, L. I., N. Y. Leeds Kennels Wynnewood, Pa, 


























WELWIRE KENNELS PEKINGESE 














Saint Gas Re. Se LARGEST AND BEST APPOINTED KENNEL IN AMERICA 
8 Chestnut Street, Worcester, Mass All ages and colors Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies Champion Bred 
: 7 ; SOME AS LOW AS $25 

have for sale a wonderful lot of very high class Wire Haired Fox Terrier bitches. pee , 
All fit for keenest competition in the best shows. These dogs are ready for Satisfaction guaranteed Send for photographs and description 
immediate shipment. Also a few Welsh Terriers for sale. Puppies of both these MRS. H. A. BAXTER 
breeds occasionally on hand. 489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York GREAT NECK, L. I. — 

. Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 Tel. Great Neck 418 Specimen puppy 








K 7 = x. 











Meets Exacting Needs 


T MANY girls’ schools and colleges Kotex 
has been accepted as the most satisfactory 
article of its kind. Endorsement of Kotex by 
critical directing heads, responsible for the 
welfare of thousands of girls, warrants reflec- 
tion. School girls, active in athletics, and 
usually required to participate in daily pro- 
grams found that Kotex 
completes their toilet essentials—guards against 


regardless, have 


emergencies. 


Nurses first discovered that unusually good 
sanitary pads could be made from Cellucotton 
and enthusiastic letters from them led to the 
making of Kotex. Kotex are large, comfort- 


able, and perfectly absorbent. 


Kotex are hygienic, convenient, and so low in 
cost that 
There is nothing to launder as Kotex are dis- 
Directions for 


they form a new sanitary habit. 
posed of instantly—easily. 
disposing are inclosed in every box. 


Sold everywhere in up-to-date 
stores and shops that cater to 
women. Easy to buy. Ask for 
them by name. 


Cellucotton Products Co. 
166 W. Jackson Boulevard, Chicago 
51 Chambers Street - - New York 


Factories: Neenah, Wisconsin 


Regular Size, 12 for 65c 
Hospital Size, 6 for 45c 


Kotex cabinets are now being distributed in women's rest 
rooms everywhere — hotels, office buildings, restaurants, 
theatres, and other places—from which may be obtained one 
Kotex with two safety-pins, in plain wrapper, for 10 cents. 
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“Did I Marry 


a Man— 
or a Business?” 


S he stood before the altar 

with Fay Gilman, George 
Judson devoutly sought to real- 
ize the minister’s words that 
God had made himself and Fay 
into one in that hour. QBut a 
man and woman are two individ- 
uals and when Fay’s love and 
George’s business came into con- 
flict, Fay could not help from 
crying: “Did I marry George or 
did I marry his Business?” 


A Novel of the Conflict 
Between a Man’s Busi- 
ness and His Home Life 


He Was a Self-made Man— 
George Judson was brought up 
in humble surroundings. At 
fourteen he was forced to leave 
school to support his family; 
at twenty-six he was the great 
financial wizard of the automo- 
bile industry. Business was his 
inspiration—his god. It came 
first, always— 


She Was a Cultured Woman— 
Fay Gilman had beauty and 
brains. As a sweetheart she had 
found Judson a delightful play- 
fellow. But as a husband he 
did not seem to understand her 
needs. So the day when his 
business was on the verge of 
failure, when he needed her most, when he longed 
for her comfort and sympathy—she was having tea at a 
Country Club—with another man. 


MAN’S COUNTRY 


By Peter Clark Macfarlane 


Illustrated by Charles D. Mitchell 


A novel that is a challenge to every ambitious man ; 
a challenge, too, to every woman who holds home 
dear. It is YOUR OWN DREAM STORY put into a 
wonderful novel. Read “MAN’S COUNTRY?” today 


$2.00—At all Bookstores—$2.00 


@sinopolitan Book @rporation 


119 West 40th Street, New York 





INEXPENSIVE, COMFORTABLE, HYGIENIC and SAFE — KOTEX | 
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Eocquisite Dafhumes 
a now for’You 


I will admit I hesitated for a long time before 
I would send my perfumes to America — just 
why,I do not know. If I had but foreseen the 
generous response with which my modest 
efforts would be met, my finest creations 
would have been yours many years ago. 


BS oP PRINCESSES 





LUYNA PARIC mort 














Also I have been made happy by the enthu- 
siasm with which my brochure has been re- 
ceived. And why should it not be? For in this 
little booklet are disclosed the secrets intimes 
of the Parisian boudoir, the little artful ways 
in which the French woman uses perfumes. 


You, too, may havea copy of this beautiful 
little brochure. You have only to ask for it. 





Shops Chosen to sell 
Luyna Parfums 


New York City Indienapolis, Ind. 
Lord & Taylor Pettis Dry Goods Co, 


=n 


Springfield, Mass. 
Forbes & Wallace 


James McCreery & Co. 
Jay-Thorpe, Inc. 
Arnold 
L. P. Hollander Co. 
Bonwit Teller & Co. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
John Wanamaker 
Bonwit Teller & Co. 
Liewellyn’s Pharmacy 
Chicago, Ill. 
Chas. A, Stevens & 
Bros, 


Boston, Mass. 


L. P. Hollander Co. 
S. S. Pierce Co. 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Joseph Horne Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio 

The Halle Bros. Co 
Washington, D. C. 

S. Kann Sons Co. 

Peoples Drug Stores 
Atlantic City, N. J 

eisbard’s 

Baltimore, Md. 

Hochschild, Kohn& Co. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 

Rudin’s Stores 
Hartford, Conn. 

Sage-Allen & Co., Inc. 





Providence, R. I. 

The Shepard Company 
Rochester, N. Y 

B. Forman Co. 
Utica, N. Y. 

England & McCaffrey 
Troy, N. Y. 

A. M. Knowlson & Ca 
Wilkes-Barre, Pa. 

Wm. D, White & Co. 
Allentown, Pa. 

Hess Brothers 
Scranton, Pa. 

Hotel Casey Shop 


known to Amerada 
saad 


Princesse 

de Faucigny-Lucinge 
Princesse Troubetzkoy 
Comtesse Jean de Lubersac 
Comtesse de Vaucelles 
Comtesse de Montaigu 
Comtesse d’Hinnisdal 


oh Py Mi a 
dye 


Introduced into America by THOS. LEEMING & CO., NEW YORK 





PARFUMS POUDRES 
COMPACTES 
CREMES SAVONS 
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GORHAM 


Variety of Pattern, Purity of 
Design and Excellence of Work- 
manship have long distinguished 
the Art of Gorham. The beauti- 
ful collection of Sterling Silver 
Flat Ware illustrated in this an- 
nouncement embraces all appro- 
priate forms of ornament, and 
offers a pattern to suit every 
taste. Each design is worthy of 
its Silver; and is an investment 
in fine art and precious metal. 


HIGHEST QUALITY 
NOT HIGHEST PRICE 


Gorham Productions in Sterling 
Silver made by the four associated 
plants are obtainable from 6500 
authorized dealers throughout the 
country, together with Silver Plated 
Wares of characteristic Gorham ele- 
gance, though the same patterns are 
never repeated in both. 


FIFTH AVENUE AND 36tn STREET 
17 MAIDEN LANE 
New York 
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Forecast of Spring Fashions Number 
DREAMS AND REALITIES Cover: ‘Dreams and Realities’-—by Erté Page 
Frontispiece: ‘The Parisienne at the Bal Masque”—by Etienne Drian........ 28 
ERTE’S description of this month’s cover Baron de Meyer Interviews Gabrielle Chanel..................002..00+++20, 30, 31 
Pes eae Sports Clothes for St. Moritz and the Riviera 
SEE Ponts ie Pee oe ai Cl: TENE TROON a ons 6 iba winink odd a sane FETA ROR 333 
Gowns from Molyneux Photographed by Baron de Meyer..................-. 34, 35 
LITTLE girl, to amuse herself, tears out the Herman Patrick Tappé Pays Homage to St. Valentine...................... 36, 37 
leaves of a beautiful book, to make pinwheels. ‘The Last Time”: The Conclusion of Robert Hichens’ Novelette 
It is “The Divine Comedy” by Dante which is De ee TD ee ee ae ere re 38, 30 
The dreams of the poet are The Paris Mode as Reported by van Campen Stewart............ 40, 41, 42, 43, 82, 83 
destroyed by the tiny fingers of a child. Harper’s Bazar Personal Shopping Service....................- 44, 45 
‘catia imal : a i eae . 

The child represents reality, and reality always week 22 hee 
mocks at dreams, guste sucomp rehensible to itself, The New York Social Season Reaches Its Zenith....................200000- 48 
or else erases them with its own weight. RUMEN WUNE, SRM? OMIM Soon oa wy gure oad catch ois Als a atas vias bores athoee Ghee b alate 40 

Reality is like a stone which is always on the The First Interest in a Motor Car Lies in Its Interior...................... 50, 51 
ground, ‘while a dream is like a feather, flying to- Erté Designs Hats for the South and Mufis for the North.................. 52, 53 
ward the sky, only to fall back to earth again. The Chauncey Olectt House in Sutton Place....«..... 06. ccoc cs cevdsewsceses 54, 55 

ee i 7 “The Judges”: A Mystery Tale by Phyllis Duganne 
_A dream is like this YOURE WOMAN, bedecked in ME TE. TN en o.oo tsb 8s A shes Seta. Soaln ond ein ass 56, 57 
feathers, as elusive and mysterious as an exotic bird. ‘Ee Peston: Cat Tas Tia: Day te Tew POs os sissies eck diocb oe ees e ne 38 
She is starting to mount the stairway, the steps of What Well-Dressed Women in New York Are Wearing..............-.-. 50, 60, 61 
which fade into the azure sky. Reality is symbolized Ina Claire’s Wardrobe drawn by Mary MacKinnon.............. 62, 63 
by the skin of this wild beast which embraces her Marie Doro’s New Clothes drawn by Katharine Sturges.......... 64, 65 
It is the cloak imprisoning the dream. “Le Droit du Seigneur”: A Romance of Hollywood by Adela R. St. Johns 

This heavy skin, gray and black with a threatening Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops. paeteanssarvnassqindnabe rss ts 66, 67 
head, contrasts in its grimness with the lightness and The New Fabrics Are Gay and Traced with Intricate Patterns , 
delicate coloring of the plumage. One of the paws Drawn by Reynaldo MN. sts a catia ate tev an owe Actas cee 68, 69, 70, 71 
drags, and its claws cling to the black carpet. The Costumes for Every Function of the Day 
woman is already on the first step and, in vain, tries Drawn by Gr ace Corson peor aelaressisis Mace ip al ca take Sa 72, 73 
to ascend, but the claws hold her back. Drawn and designed by E. M. A. Steinmetz. ........... 6 cece eens 78, 79 

Early Spring Millinery and Shoes Display Unusual Imagination 
Each of us has an influence in our lives which AO PE PEI oe as idea nya osavsoo ears Sale oto eka oA 74, 75, 76, -77 
And often, alas, we see dreams de- “The Lengthened Shadow”: William J. Locke’s Novel Continues 
stroyed by realities, just as the sheets from Dante’s SMMGIAE DY TLCS TEAR 5 6 55.6:05 6.5:504'090G os 4 08 Red Ta dO So, 81 
“Divine Comedy” are torn out by the little girl. Last Minute Accessories from the New York Shops..................00000000> 84 















COSMO HAMILTON’S NEW AND ABSORBING NOVEL WILL BEGIN IN 


THE 


MARCH ISSUE 


Harper's Bazar is published monthly in the U.S. A. by the International Magazine Company, William Randolph Hearst, president; C. H. Hathaway, vice-president, Ray Long, 


vice-president; Joseph A, Moore, treasurer; W. G. Langdon, secretary; 119 West 4oth Street, New York City. Single Copies, 50 cents. 
In Canada, $5.00. In foreign countries, $6.0c. (All subscriptions are payable in advance and at the full price.) When you receive notice that 


and dependencies, $4.00. 


Yearly subscription in United States 


your 


subscription has expired it is best to renew it at once, using the blank enclosed. When changing an address, give the old address as well as the new and allow five weeks for the 
first copy to reach you. i i 


Entered at the New York Post Office as second-class mail matter. 


Copyright, 1923, by the International Magazine Company (Harper's Bazar.) 
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THE PARISIENNE AT THE BAL MASQUE 
By Etienne Drian 
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I sat at dinner next to a little lady 
with dark curly hair. She wore a white 


gown, simply made, an embroidered 
white coat trimmed with Russian sable, 
and a quantity of most luscious pearls. 


MLLE. 








CHANEL TELLS BARON 





DE MEYER 


HER OPINIONS ON GOOD TASTE 


RECENTLY was asked to give my opinion on 

such subtle, such intangible subjects as ele- 

gance, and on what constitutes ‘‘a really well- 
dressed woman.”’ This opinion, or rather, these 
rash words, were to be given out to the readers of 
Harper’s Bazar. What responsibility for mere man 
to assume! 

Few things seem to me more ungrateful than 
laying down the law on subjects which can be treated 
from so many different angles and on which no two 
people have the same views. I was at first tempted 
to refuse and té beg for mercy, when suddenly 
before me rose the many problems successfully 
solved, the many women in New York I had guided 
towards elegance. They seemed to say, “Why 
such reluctance, why suddenly so reticent on this 
subject of women’s clothes? Let us hear your views. 
We want to know what you may have to say after 
you've deserted us for Paris.” 


BARON DE MEYER’S QUEST 


HOUGH feeling more and more disturbed, I 

realized it had to be. The most sensible thing, 
it struck me, would be to find a friend, and to 
discuss the subject thoroughly with her first: some 
woman associated in my mind with luxury, with 
elegance, with “ perfect taste”’ and “‘ perfect brains,” 
whose “perfect brains” could then be “picked” 
intelligently by me! But how was I to find such a 
pheenix, this Parisian é/égante? 


My mind promptly, of course, became a blank! 

One fair lady that I thought of certainly was very 
elegant, always perfectly dressed—no doubt of 
that—but what about her brains? Is she clever? 
My subconscious mind, I am afraid, whispered dis- 
tinctly, No! Her opinion, therefore, is valueless. 

Another turned out to perfection, in fact, con- 
sidered one of the smartest women here, seemed 
exotic, her taste distinctly bizarre: she would never 
do to consult, to quote, especially to the sane and 
sensible readers of Harper’s Bazar. I racked my 
brain, trying to remember parties I had been to, 
luncheons, dinners. Whom had I met? Whose 
conversation had impressed me? 

Somehow, I dimly recalled a restaurant in the 
Bois last summer, “The Hermitage,” I believe. 

Suddenly I remembered all. I had sat at dinner 
next to a little lady with dark curly hair. She had 
worn a white gown, simply made, an embroidered 
white coat trimmed with Russian sable, and had 
worn a quantity of most luscious pearls about her 
neck. It all very suddenly came back to me; yes, 
she was the very person who would help me, and 
put some system into my ideas. If only she were 
willing! 


CHANEL TO THE RESCUE 
ER brilliant mind, precise and accurate, abso- 


lutely original of its kind, was the very one I 
needed. Her name is Gabrielle Chanel. Inciden- 


tally, she happens to be the designer and pervading 
spirit of the Maison Chanel, one of the most exclu 
sive spots in Paris, where women gather to have 
gowns designed, and where elegance, real elegance, 
reigns supreme. 

It is, however, not my intention to speak to you 
of Chanel the dressmaker—you all know of her, and 
as such she is famous—but to present to you Gabri- 
elle Chanel, the one you don’t know in America, 
the woman of refinement, of instinctive elegance and 
faultless taste. She and I together, I thought, 
might find something to say on this all-absorbing 
subject of “what constitutes a well-dressed woman.” 


THE TRIALS OF A COUTURIER! 


\ HEN I called on her, was taken to her own pri 

vate sanctum, and told her of my request, pref- 
acing it by, “ You are the one to speak on elegance 
and perfect taste, you, the arbiter of well-dressed 
women,” she burst out laughing. “I, well dressed? 
I never have been and never shall be elegant, for I 
never possess the right thing to wear at the right 
moment, which is the foundation and quintessence 
of all true elegance. When I am wearing perfect 
shoes, my hat seems all wrong, and when the hat, 
perchance, is suitable, the gown is certainly not 
what it should be. 

“It’s quite true. I have no excuse whatever, for 
I know exactly what is needed, only—and_ this 
is the crucial point—I can’t afford the time! For 
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Three Croquis 
to Illustrate 
Chanel’s Theory 
of Good Taste 





MORNING 

A woman with few gowns and a small 
allowance for her clothes can be, and often 
much better dressed than some of her 
richer friends. Discrimination, taste, 
restraint, knowledge of her type, cf what 
enhances her beauty, or camouflages her 


defects, those are essentials of true elegance. 


one can only be well dressed and what I call really 
elegant, if one has a great deal of leisure, and it one 
is able to devote the necessary time to the innumer- 
able details of personal adornment which make up 
a perfect ensemble. When I start having gowns 
made for myself I get ideas for new models and I 
become so much interested in these that I promptly 
forget all else, including my own appearance!” 

[ need hardly assure you that Mademoiselle 
Chanel’s opinion about herself and her elegance is 
not shared by anyone in Paris. She is always 
turned out to perfection, and creates a mild sensa- 
tion wherever she appears. 


THE MopERN SMART WOMAN 


AS she sat in her own room surrounded by piled- 
+ up materials, fascinating embroideries, furs, 
and garments of all kinds, all in a heap, she impressed 
me as the quintessence and incarnation of our 
modern times, combining the woman refined and 
elegant with a genius for commercial enterprise, 
which has made this almost slip of a girl become in 
a very few short years an arbiter of fashion and the 
owner of one of the most individual dressmaking 
establishments in Paris. She is modern to her pink 
finger tips, goes straight ahead, ruthlessly dislodging 

cepted tradition, should she find tradition to have 
outlived itself! 

In her many enterprises, for besides her maison 
de couture in Paris, Cannes, and Biarritz, she directs 
her own factories of perfumery and keeps an active 
eye on the weaving of her own textiles, she remains 
her own manager. Everything undertaken by her, 
and she says she is only beginning her career, is 
undertaken from a novel and unbiased angle. She 
never hesitates to use her assertive brain intelli- 
gently and with ever increasing results. 

*“My establishment,” she says, “ 
luxe. It caters to the women of leisure only, to 
those whose atmosphere is pervaded by luxury. 


is a maison de 









1FTERNOON 


I never advocated the much overdone and by 
now quite antiquated idea of dressing 
women in picture gowns, robes de style, in 
order to set off what they consider their types 
of beauty. Alas, women have very strange 
ideas as to what they actually look like. 


I am not interested in any work done for the masses, 
nor in any work produced in quantities, or at a cost 
available to all. I want to sell to very few, remain 
prohibitive. 

“Yes, it is true my models are widely copied. 
But I don’t worry or even complain about it. Why 
should I, in fact, try to prevent this? Think of the 
publicity it gives me, quite apart from the satis- 
faction I derive from being able to help many poor 
couturiéres, devoid of imagination, and who are 
able to make a living with my models, at no detri- 
ment to myself! Incidentally, how few women will 
own up to the copy? They are sure to say, though, 
‘it’s a Chanel model,’ which will result in more 
publicity for me at no cost whatever. 

“The women I wish to dress evidently don’t care 
for copies; at least, the congested state of my work- 
rooms does not point that way. In fact,’’ she added, 
with a mischievous smile, “were it not for my un- 
official assistants, mesdames les copistes, where would 
all those who want my models, and whom I cannot 
accommodate, go ?”’ 


THE VIEW-POINT OF AN ARTIST 


FELT the moment had now come on which to 

consult Mademoiselle Chanel about this all- 
absorbing question of elegance. A far better sub- 
ject for an article was before me, much more vital, 
more interesting and human, much more so than 
any appreciation on such abstract questions as 
elegance and taste; however, as I had come here 
for a special purpose, I decided my plan had better 
be carried out immediately, leaving the promise of 
the better subject to some other time. 

“Surely, Baron de Meyer,” she began, “I have 
little, in fact nothing, really worth while to say that 
you don’t know as well as Ido. You would like to 
know what constitutes a really well-dressed woman, 
a truly elegant one? It is indeed a difficult problem 
to solve! It might also be thought presumptuous 
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EVENING 
Furs, jewels and embroidered gowns have 
reached figures never dreamt of before. May- 
be it is this confusing state of things that 
makes the really elegant and distinguished 
woman stand out when most simply attired 
... dit contrast to women gorgeously dressed 
in velvets and swathed in chinchilla wraps. 


for a dressmaker to lay down the law on such 
subjects. People might think I were boosting my 
own taste and able to see only through my own 
glasses. 

“Now I come to think of it, there are many 
things that can be said on this subject, but how can 
I know what might and might not interest the 
readers of Harper's Bazar? Also, my very French, 
very Parisian point of view might have no value, 
in their eyes! Nevertheless, Baron de Meyer, to 
please vou, I shall try.”’ 


TRE QvESTIOoNn oF TRUE ELEGANCE 


“TET us begin with the A BC of all true elegance, 

the fundamentals, in fact, which, though 
everyone knows them, alas, are put into practice 
by very few! I shall emphasize these, harp upon 
them, for just the very reason that every woman 
takes such simple precepis for granted, but pro- 
ceeds at once to forget all about them. 

“First of all, let us consider the fact that long 
before looking at the woman’s gown I notice her 
shoes. Though not a bootmaker, I know that shoes 
and hose may very likely spoil the gown, especially 
if the woman happens to be wearing one of mine. 
Shoes should match the gown, if not in color at 
least in style, but whatever they are they should 
never have been bought ready made. Hose should 
be of the finest silk, except for walking purposes or 
for country wear, when they may be of wool. 

“Having reached the stockings, I shall now pro- 
ceed to speak of the gown which, of course, is my 
business, and on which subject you most likely 
expect me to linger. There are, however, other de- 
tails by the dozen which should not be overlooked 
for the completion of a perfect ensemble. To those 
I shall refer presently. 

“Alas, to most women the gown and the hat 
seem all that matters! How little they know! 
Nevertheless, it is quite ‘ (Concluded on page 96 
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GABRIELLE CHANEL 


“To my mind, simplicity is the keynote of all true 
elegance. ... A really well-dressed woman in her after- 
noon clothes should be able to pass through a motley 
crowd unnoticed, but should create a mild sensation on 
entering a drawing-room among the knowing élite.” 






FEBRUAR J) 
MONTH OF 
CONTRASTS 


URING February at 

St. Moritz and at Lake 
Placid many international 
skiing, skating, curling, and 
hockey events are clicked 
off. The air is_ brilliant, 
cold; the snow never melts, 
One is always on the toes 
with vigorous exercise. 


During February along 
the Riviera and at Palm 
Beach, balls, festivals,carni 
vals, yachting parties, and 
swimming events are in full 
swing The sun-drenched 
be aches encourage down 


right laziness. 


\nd then, of course, there 
is St. Valentine’s Day 
tor which please turn the 


pug 
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Comtesse de Salverte 


; AND SNOW AND FROSTY AIR 


AT ST. MORITZ 


(Left) The belted coat of white rabbit fur is embroidered with 
red and black, and has matching knitted “knickers.” Of brilliant 
orange color is the Scottish woo! scarf, a once masculine accessory. 


A costume of emerald green kasha cloth is embroidered with dark 
blue and bordered with black fox fur. The scarf is of canary yellow 
Oursine, an English sports fabric resembling some gaily colored fur. 


Castor fur, dyed palest beige, is trimmed with seal. *‘ Knickers” 
of beige kid have applied designs in burn reds, matching the 
scarf and hose. The Eskimo cap and the gloves are of castor fur. 


A pale yellow leather voke and sleeves above a bodice of white fur. The 
embroidered designs, the tassel, and the fringed girdle are of black 
silk. The girdle is fastened with a silver buckle of Dutch design. 
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SUNSHINE AND PALMS 
ALONG THE RIVIERA 






























































Marquise de Chabannes 





Comtesse de Ste. Croix 





Detached wristlets 
and decorative bands 
around slim thighs 
and legs, amplify a 
tiny bathing-suit of 
cerise tricot. The cap 
is of rubberized taffeta. 


Golden yellow crépe 
with a jacket of red, 
orange, and gold bro- 
cade. The bandanna 
is knotted around the 
head and drawn 
through the hat brim. 


Loops made of white 
tulle ruffles, drawn 
over the ends of a 
sable girdle, are of 
greatest importance to 
a Riviera frock of 
white crépe de Chine 
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Models on both 
pages from 
MOLYNEUX 
The incomparable Hebe wears this 
gown of white tulle, made exquisite 
by embroidery of large tubular crys- 
| tal beads. The head-dress, like a 
i diadem, is of pearl and silver 
f 

Left) Black and white beads are 

traced delicately all over white 

chiffon. The gown is given an HI 

accent note by a black ciré flower; g 

this head-dress, too, is of pearls. 

(Right) Again, it is straight and é 

simple and elaborately embroidered. z 

The dark Sumurun wears this & 

gown of gold lace embroidered with i 

lacquer red over cloth of gold. 4 


PARIS AGAIN WEARS THE STRAIGHT, ELABORATELY BEADED GOWN 





are. 
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THE COMPLETE COSTUME FOR DAY WEAR 


For daytime wear is a carefully contrasted costume complete of black and 
white. The gown is black kasha cloth with bands of white; worn with it ts a 
long wrap of seal and ermine, to match the small hat of ermine and black velvet. 
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“How much do you know about me?” Mrs. Armitage asked. 
that I was a difficult woman, that I had a bad temper?” 


THE IMPORTANT PorInts IN Part ONE: 


HAT was the tragic secret of the beau- 

tiful white-haired woman who sat op- 

posite him in the train-compartment? 
How did it happen that her impressive dignity, 
her perfect poise, were suddenly broken by a 
wild fit of weeping? 

Something within himself kept Strickland 
from any action, any interference. He did not 
see her again for nearly three years. Then, 
during a country-house week-end, he found her 
placed next him at dinner. 

She did not refer to their chance meeting. 
However, she seemed acutely uncomfortable 
in his presence. Indeed, she cut her visit unex- 
pectedly short. Strickland was sure that he 
was the cause of her leaving. 

He made careful inquiries about her. He dis- 
covered that for two years she had been a widow. 
In the old days, his hostess informed him, this 
Mrs. Armitage had been well-known for her 
volcanic temper and her quarrels with her 
husband, but since the death of Mr. Armitage, 
she had become a different woman. Now she 
was noted for her calm 

But what part could Strickland unwittingly 
have played in her life? He was piqued. Mrs 
Armitage, so he was informed, before her depar- 
ture had told their hostess that she knew Jeanne, 
the girl-wife from whom Strickland had been 
separated some years before. And, further, 
she had asked for Strickland’s London address. 

Jeanne! How he had loved her! But they had 
misunderstood one another; they had quarreled 
bitterly, and separation had seemed the only an- 
swer. Since then life had been flat, stale, futile— 
a meaningless round of business and the innumer- 
able sports and social activities at which Strick- 
land excelled. Life had lost most of its interest. 

But presently Mrs. Armitage brought back 
the savor to his dull existence. She notified 
him that she would like to see him. He invited 
her to tea. Alert with curiosity about the secret 
and the intentions of this fascinating, mysterious 
woman, he waited for her arrival. 


CONCLUSION 


e RS. ARMITAGE, sir,’’ said Ellen’s thin 
voi ec. 

Mrs. Armitage came into the room, looking 
grave, self-possessed, austere, but still young 
under her crown of white hair 

“Bring up tea, Ellen.” 

“Ten ae” 

Strickland held out his hand 

“T am glad to meet you again. You went 
away from Denbury so suddenly—” 

“That there was no time to say good-by.”’ 

“Do sit here by the fire and take off your 
coat.” 

She slipped out of her long dark fur and sat 
down. 

“Did Mrs. Laparais tell you I asked for your 
address before I went?"’ she said, without looking 
at him. 

“Ves, she did.” 

“You must have been surprised.” 

“T was, rather. But it made me hope we 
might perhaps meet again some day.” 

The door opened and Ellen came in with tea. 
When she had gone out Strickland said, “We 
shall not be disturbed again.” 

After giving her tea and helping himself, he 
sat down by the tea table and said, “May I 
ask you something?” 

“Why I have come here, why I wished to see 
you?” 

“No, it isn’t that. What I want to ask you is 
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“Often I tried to provoke him into passion. 


this. Did you know that you and I had met before 
we met at Denbury?”’ 

Te” 

“T fancied you knew. But I wasn’t quite sure.”’ 

“T recognized you directly you came into the 
drawing-room at Denbury. That was really why 
I left on the Saturday morning. I—I tried to stand 
being with you, but Icouldn’t. It was too painful.”’ 

There was a silence. He broke it by saying, 

“But you are here!’ 

“Yes. I’m not so weak now. 
learnt a good deal since then. 
have suffered terrifically.” 

“T know.” 

“Yes, you know. You are the only one who 
does know, you, a stranger. You have seen the 
truth of me. Iam generally too reserved. It’s al- 
most an illness with me. If you had spoken to me in 
the train I don’t know what would have happened. 
But you were reserved that day—and now I shall 
speak to you. I have come here purposely to speak 
to you.” 

She leaned forward in her chair. She had taken 
off her gloves, and her long narrow hands were 
She looked into the fire. 
“How much do you know about me?”’ she asked. 


Besides, I have 
That is because I 





“That you were married and lived in Paris, that 
your husband died suddenly—about two months, 
I suppose, before we met in the train.”’ 

“ve.” 

“That—that -” Strickland hesitated. 

“Oh, don’t hesitate, don’t choose your words. 
I have come here to—tell you. So that you can 
tell me.” 

“T was told that you and your husband hadn’t 
got on at all well, that probably it was a great relief 
to you when he died.” 

“Onl” 

It was almost a cry, and vibrated with irony. 
After a pause she said, 

“Were you told that I was a difficult woman, that 
I had a bad temper?” 

“Something of that kind.”’ 

“They spoke the truth. I was a terribly difficult 
woman. I had a very bad temper. And I have 
been punished for it. I have been scourged for it.”’ 


ER long hands twisted for a moment, gripped 
each other almost fiercely. 
“T don’t want anyone else ever to be punished as 
T have been.”’ 


She was silent, still gazing into the fire. Then she 


I played, as it were, for scenes.” 


said, looking up at him with steady, wide-opened eyes, 

“Mr. Strickland, I know your wife.”’ 

“Yes,” he said. 

“Minnie Laparais told you?” 

“Just that, nothing more. She did not say how 
well you knew her.” 

“T did not tell her. But I will tell you. 
your wife very well. That is why I am here.”’ 

““Ves?”’ said Strickland, feeling very uncomfort- 
able, but trying to look quite unembarrassed and calm. 

“Of course, at first I had no idea her husband 
and the man I met in the Paris-Calais rapide were 
one and the same. I only found that out when you 
walked into the drawing-room at Denbury.”’ 

“Yes?” 

“T knew you recognized me as the woman who 
had shown you herself though we had never spoken 
to one another. 

“You—you behaved with true delicacy—like a 
gentleman if I may say so. You recognized in- 
stinctively that you couldn’t help me, and you didn’t 
try to. I shall always be grateful for that.” 

““I—I felt like a brute.” 

“TI know—for being there. That wasn’t your 
fault. But at Denbury, being full of egoism, 
I couldn’t forgive you. (Continued on page 97) 
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Models on both pages from JENNY 
JENNY HAS DESIGNED A BLACK AND WHITE 
THREE-PIECE COSTUME FOR SPRING 


Black and white is always fresh, always new looking. Again 
and again it appears, and each time, curiously enough, with 
new feeling. The simple black rep frock of this costume Jenny 
has given a white piqué over-bodice tied into place by a black 
rep handkerchief. The black rep jacket has bands of piqué. 
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A vivid yellow wool fabric is used 
for this sports coat trimmed with 
cashmere printed in bright colors. 


THE 


SLENDER 
CLINGS 
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Jenny calls this three-piece costume 


trimmed with bits of colored silk. 


TO 


SILHOUETTE 
PARIS 








This is the frock of black rep that is 
‘Cathedral’; it is of fine black rep worn under the flounced mantelet 


opposite. 


Bands of self material. 


STILL 


Other silhouettes may appear; flounces and over- 
skirts may come and go, but the long slender line 
still remains the basis of nearly all the smart frocks. 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 

UST now women are wearing many jewels. 

First of all pearls—ropes and ropes of them, 

white, gray, and black; then diamonds in 

necklaces, earrings, and wonderful odd brooches and 

bandeaux, emeralds, and a few ornaments of red 
coral and jade. 

The fashion of wearing the necklace looped about 
the wrist is not new, for pearl necklaces have been 
so worn for a season or two. But of late the neck- 
lace-bracelet has become the rage; not only pearls 
are twisted about the wrist, but also necklaces of 
diamonds, jade, or other stones. And after seeing 
a slender platinum chain dripping diamond dew- 
drops about a slender wrist, one is convinced that a 
necklace should always be worn that way. 

Bracelets are interesting just now. Recently 
I saw a serpent bracelet, or rather a half-dozen 
of them, which were rather odd—two-headed 





serpents clasping the wrist closely, the two heads 
meeting on the outside of the arm. The heads of 
one serpent were set with rubies, another with 
sapphires, another with diamonds, another with 
emeralds. Just now I do not recall the other 
stones, but the bracelet was very striking. 

A diamond bracelet worn above the elbow was 
adorned with loops and pendants of diamonds— 
large stones, very pretty. Effective was a barbaric 
affair of wrought gold, an open bracelet, the ends 
finished with gold disks like the jewels of the old 
kings of Ireland. Very long earrings are now the 
fashion, since the ears are often quite or partially 
exposed. One very long earring, heavy and of 
elaborate design, is set with diamonds. A chain 
of small diamonds bears two enormous pearls, one 
above the other—a gray pearl at the top. Simple 
and rich is a single great diamond swinging by a 


slender chain of brilliants. Fantastic designs are 
the fancy of the moment, antique pendants of all 
sorts being utilized with picturesque effect. 

New, also, is the hoop earring set with diamonds. 
Some of these are only moderately large, others are 
fully an inch and a half, if not more, in diameter. 
The young Princesse de Bourbon wears diamond 
hoop earrings of modest size; the diamond circle 
is broken at intervals by a “cross-stitch” of small 
black stones. One very interesting pair of hoop 
earrings was set with alternate black and white 
diamonds. 

As to other jewels; brooches of diamonds are worn 
at the shoulder, where they are of use in securing 
lingerie shoulder-straps, on the middle of the corsage- 
front a few inches below the neck-line of the frock 
—the bateau is still the favorite, by the way—and 
on the left hip, where the brooch has the effect 
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{1 mandarin yellow 
taffeta and tulle gown 
1s ty pic a! ( f Dou el 
this sedson. The puffs 

tulle caught by 
sprays of flowers are 
reminiscent of the 


mens made for Sore!. 
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Paris likes this type of straight frock of 
metal lace; silver lace and steel beads on 
thin silver mousseline over silver lamé. 





ef retaining the shallow folds of drapery in 
place. 

That worn on the corsage-front is large and 
decorative, consisting of a square, oblong or round 
plaque of jewels with a very elaborate hinged 
pendant; the whole thing is four or five inches 
long. Large and small diamonds are usually used 
for these brooches, although occasionally a white 
or gray pearl or two is introduced. Very rarely 
emeralds or black diamonds are set with the white 
stones. 

Jeweled shoulder-straps are now shown by the 
Paris jewelers. They are most often of diamonds, 
and are arranged so that they may be attached to 
any gown. Shoulder-straps of jade, coral, or pearls 
are shown also. 

The simple coiffure is the smartest. Here and 
there we see a small turban of gold or silver, or a 
small cloche of metal cloth or metal lace, or a wreath 
of silver or gold leaves, but the unadorned coiffure 
with striking earrings of some sort is in better 
style. 

Simplicity prevails in gloves, also—the smartest 
being of the simplest style. For evening, no gloves 
are worn, and the much-trimmed gauntlet gloves— 
the lace gauntlets as well—have been discarded for 
gloves of the simplest variety. Black smooth- 
finished kid, stitched unostentatiously with white, 
or gloves of mastic suéde are preferred above all 
others. 


THE NEW FoOoTWEAR 
N HOSE, the transparent pinkish beige of last 


summer is still smart. For.eyvening there is a deli 
cate gray stocking of gossamer thinness tinged with 





A gown of the type 
Doucet does so well. 
There is a mauve taf- 
feta underfrock dotted 
with moss rose-buds, 
and an overskirt of 
mauve tulle braided 
in narrow blue braid. 





DOUCET 
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Rose-colored crushed velvet is heavily em- 
broidered in a deep band with antique 
silver embroidery of rich Afghan design. 
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Chanel is famous for 
her simple sports 
suits. This one of 
wool tricot of dark 
blue, patterned in red, 
yellow and green, with 
a blue crépe blouse, 
ts characteristic. 
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Fine steel embroidery 
is here employed by 
Chanel to give a sim- 
ple dull blue crépi 
gown atmosphere. 
Chanel’s theory of ex- 
pensive simplicity is 
typified by this frock. 
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Beige wool cheviot, straight- 
and lined with 
many tiny horizontal tucks. 


hanging 


rose which is worn with certain frocks, while the rose- 
tinged beige hose are worn as well. 

Simple styles are best also in shoes. Hellstern shows 
a new oval buckle which is posed lengthwise on the 
instep instead of crosswise in the old fashion. And 
this buckle, which consists of a flat oval ring with an 
open space in the middle showing the stocking, is wider 
at one end than at the other, the broad end being placed 
at the top where it is attached to a barrette which passes 
underneath. This barrette and the back of the shoe 
are of black suéde; the vamp only is of black varnished 
leather. The high boot is not worn in Paris. 

THE NEw SPRING FROCKS 

N GENERAL, the spring silhouette is straight. A 

few of the new jackets, short or long, flare sharply 
in some fashion from the hips, and the jackets of tailored 
frocks are short and straight above straight, narrow, 
rather short skirts. The skirts of evening frocks are 
usually straight, also, and often extend to the ankles. 
The waist-line is still at the top of the hips, with a 
tendency to normal. A new method of defining the 
waist-line was remarked in several frocks worn recently 
by the Princesse de Kapurthala, where a perfectly 
straight chemise slip was laid in an unstitched tuck 
at the top of the hips—a tuck about one and one-half 
inches deep. This line appeared in a pale rose crépe 
frock beaded all over with crystal, with the result that 
the corsage appeared to be flatly bloused over the 
straight skirt. 

As to wraps—all the Paris houses seem to be featuring 
a separate coat which falls several inches short of the 
skirt-edge. Some of these loose wide-sleeved garments 
flare in godets on the sides. For the South, some capes 
have been designed, but (Continued on page 105) 
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Very new; of gray reps with 
white wool cord embroidery 
used in groups of stripes. 
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V PREME? 


That lovely shade of réséda 
green crépe de Chine, puck- 
ered into crosswise stripes. 
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SMART 


COMPLETE 


FINAL 


FROM PARIS TO 


The almost too popular fashion 
of wearing a bright bandanna or 
printed crépe scarf finds a new 
sponsor in Chanel, who has 
designed this collarless tailleur. 





The boot again interests Paris. 
Above is one in red kid from 
Madeleine and Madeleine. The 
slipper in patent leather and 
black suede ts from Hellstern. 


The black satin envelop purse 
(right) is corded with blue and 
fastened with a rhinestone ini 
tialed clasp. . . . The brown and 
hlac k s uede bag h is two clas ps. 


The sleeveless Jroe k andthe 
short glove have given the de- 
signers an interesting problem. 
This black kid glove has a mos- 


quetaire cuff of heavy black lace. 


From Jouvin: White kid with 
black velvet cuff. Velvet purse to 
match. Contrasting — stitching. 
Also, kid with tiny dangling steel 
balls and ¢ mbroide re dribbon strap. 


TOUCHES 


A COSTUME 
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Duvellroy shows this 
compact little case of 
heavy Chinese brocade, 
with opera glasses cov- 
ered with the same ma- 
terial. There are other 
fittings of a vanity case 
and a purse for money. 


(Above) Two Perugia models of 
soft kid. One is made with a 
double turn-back cuff; the other 
has appliqued scallops at the 
top and the base of the instep. 


Below is shown a long, sleeve- 
like mitt of black suéde slashed 
in lattice-like design and studded 
at each intersection with steel nail- 
heads; from a rue de la Paix shop. 


ARPER’S BAZAR will tell 

you the price of any of the 
accessories shown on these pages. 
Later, we will purchase one or 
more of them for you, if you want 
us to do so. As these accessories 
come to us direct from our Paris 
office (at 2 rue de la Paix), it is 
impossible to promise delivery in 
less than two weeks after your 
order reaches our New York office. 
Address all letters to the Harper’s 
Bazar Shopping Service, 119 
West goth Street, New York City. 
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A vanily case worn 
on the wrist. The 
black enamel is inset 
with a Chinese red 
motif and mounted 
with initials of bril- 
liants. In the enam- 
eled head of the heavy 
tassel is a- lipstick. 


On the left. Duvellroy 
shows a vanity case 
fashioned of genuine 
tortoise-shell with 
heavy cord and tassels 
of brown silk attached 
by means of gold 
rings to the case. 








A shop in the rue de 
la Paix shows a 
small, closed-face 
watch of jet and dia- 
monds hung ona black 
silk cord which passes 
throughaspiral of dia- 
monds. The tassel 
is set with diamonds. 





From Dora Katorza come two unusual 
purses. The one at the left is of black linen 
trimmed with gay-colored embroidery and 
straw braid. For the other stenciled leather 
is used with an edge of leather thongs. 


PARIS 





THE 
UNUSUAL 
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MAKES MUCH OF 


NEW AND 








ACCESSORY 










The extremely long 
earring continues to 
interest the Parisi- 





enne. A very stun- 
ning pair is of 
closely set diamonds 
in. an intricate 
bow-knot design. 














New and expensive 
bits of jewelry are 
the shoulder straps 
of diamonds and 
emeralds which the 





e rue de la Paix 
¥ shops are showing. 















Jade, delicately 
carved, is combined 
with diamonds and 
jet. Two huge black 
pearls are sus- 
pended on a chain 
of tiny diamonds. 
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Willie’s mind seemed to shoot off at a tangent. 


dreams,” 


he confided. 
self. Psychoanalyst,” he gulped. 
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“Talk about 
“Know things about dreams my- 


“Dreams, great things.” 


She thought him a little mad, but that only made him 


more interesting. 


“Of course, dear,” she assented meekly. 


SIR WILLIE OF THE VALLEY 


A Short Story by STEPHEN VINCENT BENET 


HE Freud craze has passed its apogee—it 
may even be possible soon to tell one’s dreams 
in mixed company without a nervous blush. 


While it lasted, I must admit that it was rather 
wearing. Between (£dipus and the toddle-top 
we hardly knew where we were. I, for one, shall 
never forget the nasty shock I got on discovering 
that a perfectly ingenuous dream, the clou of which 
was my purchase of an oversize Jersey heifer, re- 
vealed me, past possibility of error, the prey of a 
furious suppressed desire to elope with my great- 
great-aunt. But now it is all blowing over and our 
nicest people are going back to mental cruelty as 
the smarter ground for divorce. Those of us who 
still have complexes are doing their best to tuck the 
short ends under. In spite of the resolutions 
passed by the National Convention of Psy« hoan 
ilysts. the ego-line is dropping steadily toward 
the ankles 

{ll the same, there is no use denying that the 
movement did a lot of us a whole lot of good I 
hate going around denying things; anyway—I 
haven't a firm enough voice and it merely makes 
people who don’t know me well think I’m spiteful. 
If the Freud wave didn’t get us all out into the 
healthy open air like croquet, or foster the study of 
Chinese like this new Mah-Jong game you play 
with illustrated laundry checks, it provided enough 
conversation for the more serious among our hos- 
tesses, so that if you laid. side by side, every one of 


them who liked to serve sparkling white grape 
juice at dinner parties from a full-topped bottle with 
a napkin wound around its tummy to hide the 
label and then tittered after one’s first eager sip, 
“Oh, Mr. Whippet, I’m so sorry it isn’t champagne!” 

if you boiled each one of these worthy ladies in 
oil, I say, and then laid them out, permanent wave 
by permanent wave, they would probably describe 
a curve that might go three and a half times around 
the space of ground the Woolworth Building would 
cover if it fell down. I think this is saying a good 
deal for psychoanalysis. 

Besides, hasn’t my ex-roommate, William 
McKinley Keeler, had his copy of Professor 
Freud’s Dream Book bound in royal green ooze 
leather with one of those white parchment slip- 
covers over it that progressive publishers favor as a 
sort of hyperbolical wound-stripe in free literature’s 
present battle with Mr. Sumner? If a fellow like 
Willie has enough respect for the interpretation of 
dreams, it ought to prove something, shouldn’t 
it? It shouldn’t? Well, wait and see! 


\ ILLIAM McKINLEY KEELER—here, by 
a clever transition, we slip into the real story 
William McKinley Keeler, I repeat, has, natu- 
rally, never been known as anything but “ Willie” 
since he broke away from his teether. And, almost 
as much of course, he never was much at baseball. 
Football was another article—the minute the special 


wires began clicking off all the wrong plays to the 
various graduates’ clubs of our mutual Alma Mater 
in late November, the amateur strategy boards 
around the ticker began to take vicious bites at 
their cigars and murmur prayerfully, “If only Keeler 
breaks loose!’’ He was little and light, but fast as 
a prairie rabbit and tricky as a roulette wheel 
the mildest looking little quarterback that ever 
gave a tackler a foot and then took it away from 
him before he could really grab it. 


AS a quarterback he functioned, there was no 
denying it, but as soon as he took off his funny 
clothes his impressiveness vanished. Flappers who 
retired to the dressing-room for one last conference 
with powder-puff, hip-flask, and a pocket copy of 
“Racy Yarns” before meeting Willie were guilty of 
serious miscueage. Ata dance Willie was about as 
spectacular as a mechanical mouse. His most 
sophisticated bon mot was an “Oh, yes, yes!” 

In habits simple, in disposition retiring, in out- 
look upon existence serious—such was Willie. Not 
lumpish at all, but almost obtrusively quiet. The 
only queer taste I ever knew him to have was an 
enthusiasm for history. In other courses his marks 
were merely respectable, but in history he soared. 
Our room was simply filthy with books on his pet 
subject. He ran to the ones that are all dressed up 
in purple and gold, like boxes of drug-store candy, 
for his lighter moments—* Six Sirens of Fontaine- 
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“This castle is mine,” 
laume, half to himse 


said Guil- 
“And 
you are mine,” he said to the girl. 


bleau,” “‘ Napoleon, World-Famous Lover, in Camp 
and Court,” these things. I believe he actually 
wanted to become a professor when friends rescued 
him and started him out with the Universal Emulsi- 
fying Company after the war. 

He settled down soon enough, though, and 
started to make good right away. The emulsifying 
business recovered from the war depression quicker 
than most of the others and by the middle of 1920 
Willie was able to afford a set of medieval source 
books in half-morocco. In April, 1921, he met 


Sheila Winslow; in October he got a little glass 
office all to himself and his name on the sign-board 
down-stairs, and on December 27, 1921, he was pro- 
posing marriage to Sheila for the fifteenth time. 

Of Sheila it is only necessary to remark that her 
hair and skirts are exactly the right length now— 
and that two years ago they were just the right 
length for then. She is and was very personable 
and she was historic. Each débutante year pro- 
duces a new crop of Sheilas—about three in the 
hundred—and they are the ones who introduce 


monkey-fur, pogo-sticks, and the Chicago to the 
rest of the world. 

Now that they say the Prince of Wales is match- 
ing pearls for his little engagement necklace, I 
don’t really know of anybody extant, marriage to 
whom would give Sheila a genuine thrill. Willie 
Keeler had about as much chance with her, to the 
casual observer. as a Plymouth Rock would have 
of capturing a flamingo by uttering plaintive cr 
at it from the chicken-house roof. 

She liked him, of course— (Continued on page 112) 
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The New York Social Season 


At the Brilliant Supper Clubs 


\ HEN this season first began, there was a 

change in the atmosphere of the smart 
restaurants, the private balls, and exotic mid 
night supper clubs The “toddle’’ and the 
“twinkle”? had given way to a more graceful 
movement. The bobbed head was closely coiffed; 
the short tight skirt had given way to the 
bouffant, and the slim, long, draped gown. The 
season is now at its brilliant height at such 
gathering places as the Plaza, Sherry’s, the Ritz 


and Club Royal. Dignity is the keynote. 

In the diagram: (1) Mrs. Stickney Poor in 
black lace with head-dress of brilliants; (2) 
Mrs. Oliver Harriman in white lace and pearls; 
(3) Miss Ethel Merritt wearing a gown of black 
with flaring sleeves and twisted gold girdle; 
(4) Mrs. Gustavus Kirby in black lace and 
black fur; (5) Miss Blanche Bates in a frock 
of blue velvet and silver; (6) Miss Grace 
George in black with deep collar of white lace. 
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Park Avenue, where society 
lunches, now rivals Fifth Ave- 
nue where society shops. 
Mrs. August Belmont “‘ snap- 
ped”’ en route to a luncheon. 








a 
: 
: Park Avenue is again in the picture with Miss 
Marian Wickes and her mother, Mrs. Forsyth Wickes. 
WINTER DAYS ALONG 
: NEW YORK’S TWO 





Mrs. Francis S. Whitten of Miami, Fla. NOTED THOROUGHFARES On Fifth Avenue. Mrs. Edward F. Hutton. 
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The material at the 


top of the 


SAREE ONL CREM 


page, an . 
inpestel §= Beyelun aaa — 


wool cloth with faint 
gray and brown 
stripes, is in pleasing 
contrast to a solid ( ol 
ored SUI Ace Also 
the material below 

a running pattern 


in gray and white. 


MRS. JEAN 

DE ST. CYR‘S 
Rolls-Royce town car (at the top of 
the page), with a special Smith- 
Springfield body, shows an interior 
upholstered in Boyriven light tan, 


satin finish, mastic broadcloth. 


MISS LAURA I DELANO'S 
Minerva chassis (above), with its 
specially built Brooks-Ostruk body, 
has been carried out in Boyriven 
gray and white pin-striped cloth, 
resembling a_ plain material. 
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At the top of the page, 
an indistinct all-over 
pattern in Boyriven 
wool cloth is shown, 
in dull blue and gray, 
and below, gray Bed- 
ford cord—a practical 
and effective alterna- 
tive of broadcloth, al- 
though, of course, less 
formal in character. 


MRS. NEWBOLD 

LE ROY EDGAR 
has shown her preference for Boy- 
riven striped silver cloth as the up- 
holstery for the special Brewster 
body on her Locomobile, instead of 
the usual tan broadcloth. (Above.) 


MISS MABEL GERRY'S 
Rolls-Royce cabriolet, with its 
Locke body (shown at left), has broad 
lace and tan broadcloth upholstery. 
The outside mounts of the car are 
brass, with gold plated hardware. 
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MRS. WILLIAM MAY WRIGHT'S 
Cunningham specially built cabriolet, with the body finished in black 
with ivory stripings, shows an effective interior of gray Bedford cloth, 
with dull silver hardware. The six fenders are a noticeable feature. 





= FIRST INTEREST IN A CAR PROMPTS 
d- | ONE TO OPEN THE DOOR 


N WHAT part of a car is a woman most in 

terested? The car interior, is the answer, after 

a quick survey of the outside has satisfied her 
that it has the conventionally smart outline that 
fashionable usage demands. 

Sensing the woman’s adherence to line and lux 
ury, the body builders have shown a careful ob- 
servance of her preferences, not only in the construc 
tion of the body of her town car but in lending the 
touch of costly simplicity to the interior—an ir- 
resistible appeal to the discriminating woman. It 
is this feature that really interests her, let the me- 
chanical and constructional features be what they 
may. 

In the selection of upholstery, the neutral, soft- 
toned cloths have easily been given preference, 
combining, as they do, practicability with becoming 
ness; for the car interior, acting as a background for 
its occupant, against which the color of dress stands 
out in bold relief, is an important consideration. 

Light tan broadcloth, long used in high class car 
riage upholstery, and which is seriously affected by 
neither dust nor dampness, still holds its popularity 
and is much favored in custom-built bodies, espe 
cially in work by Brewster. Silver gray striped 
wool cloth and also the pin-striped wool cloth 
are still other types of material that lend refine 
ment to the interior trim. An indistinct stripe on 
a solid tan or gray surface is likewise desirable. 

For those who prefer a more active pattern is the 
all-over treatment in a running design of dull blue 
and gray, and the fine check of the same colorings, 
both of which give the appearance, when used as 
upholstery, of a solid-toned material. 

But no matter what the fabric, the effect, when 
applied as car upholstery, should lack all appearance 
of fussiness to be in good taste. Broad lace, a silk 
braid, invariably the same tone as the upholstery, 
is sparingly used by American body builders; at 
wa times it outlines the door panel, as in the case of 
Miss Gerry’s car. 
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The hardware of bone, amber, ivory or silver 
ry, . : ‘ should be of corresponding simplicity, and the ma ; ; : 
‘ Mrs. Donald Gibson Mixsell, formerly hogany toilet case and smoking case should be of Miss Constance H. Austin Banks, 
Virginia de Haven, of New York. diminutive size with but few fittings. daughter of Mr. and Mrs. David Banks. 
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A hat for “the land of 
the sun,” with its brim 
made of the fanlike 





feathers of two exotic 


conventionalized birds. 


Marron - colored — ai- 
grettes are mounted on 
a blue straw hat to form 
a strange elliptical little 
halo Jor one ’s face. 


Vonte ¢ irlo, Monaco. 
HE season begins under good omens on the 
Azure Coast. The sun shines in December as 
in spring and attracts as a magnet people from 


the North The sea is of an intense blue color, 
pure ultramarine, which is seldom the case in other 
seasons. The /étes du Carnaval will be in advance 


this season, as Easter falls on the first of April. 
It seldom happens that the potssons d’Avril are 
mixed with Faster eggs 

Nature, always cautious, makes the sun shine 
very early this year, as the season will end very 
early also; after Easter, as usual, people will go 
away and will not benefit from the kisses of the 
spring sun, so it is only fair that they should profit 
by it in winter 

Following Nature's example, advertising freely 
for the Céte d’ Azur, by the sun rays and the perfect 
coloring of the sea, human societies, founded to 
entertain the tourists, are making a premature 
publicity for the Riviera. 

I want to warn my readers that I have no inten- 
tion of making publicity for the Salles de Jeu of 
the Casino, as the theater of Monte Carlo only 
exists to attract people round the gambling tables, 
but 1 am going to relate what may interest me and 
may also interest my readers coming on the Azure 
Coast. The preceding seasons were without any 
artistic value, especially last season when a King 
Solomon's opera was created. Let us hope that 
this year will be better. In the advertising programs 
of the opera season formidable exaggerations are 
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A green straw hat, with J 

its brim split, for the C yom! 
South, is trimmed, un- 

der the brim, with flat (net) 


black and white quills. 


(Below) The small gold- mn 
embroidered turban rep- ’ 
resents the sun; the iil 


vel, in shades of gray, 


S upplies the clouds. 


allowed. Speaking of the theater of Monte Carlo 
‘of days gone by, they speak of the “glory of song 
which grew in the artistic sun of Monte Carlo” 

The truth is that the theater of Monte Carlo has 
obtained its renown owing to those great artists, 
and that it still exists as an artistic enterprise is 
because of those souvenirs of the past. 

It is announced that the comic opera from the 
Russian composer Moussorgsky, “‘The Fair of 
Sorotchinsk,” is going to be given for the first time 
on a foreign stage, and will be directed by the Rus- 
sian composer Tcherepnine. 

As novelties one will hear: ‘Les Nuits Persanes,” 
from Saint-Saéns, ‘Le Chevalier 4 la Rose,” from 
Richard Strauss, “‘ André Chenier,” from Giordano, 
“Chyrine,” from M. Graefe, Monegasque composer, 
and ‘Lysistrata,’ from Raoul Gunsbourg. This 
later composer, with the modesty inherent to genius, 


(Muffs shown with hats) The first is of 
beaver lined with ermine, made with a long 
end that shows the ermine side trimmed with 
beaver. The muff in the middle is made of 
the same fabric as one’s gown, and is in the 
shape of a bag which is knotted and ends in a 
tassel. Fox fur forms a band that crosses at 
the top. The bag at the extreme end is of 
tiers of innumerable little ermine tails. 
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Long jade green tassels 
at the ends of a jade 
silk cord are pulled 
through Japanese 
masks that trim this hat. 


(Middle) Rosettes of 
silk flowers trim this 
straw hat; garlands 
from the rosettes are 
joined to each wrist. 


announces that his “Lysistrata’’ has nothing in 
common with the works of the same name from 
Aristophane and Maurice Donnay! . . . The author 
of this new “Lysistrata” had already given several 
theatrical compositions in the Monte Carlo theater: 
“Tvan the Terrible,” ‘“‘Manole,” ‘Satan,’ where, 
in one single evening, the author wished to relate 
all the biography of the Demon and where the 
Angels have sung in Hebrew language, and, finally, 
“The Canticle of Canticles,”’ signed by Solomon, 
and “‘ Athenea, Spectacle of Antique Beauty,” where 
one of the décors represented the Alhambra and its 
fountain. 

But if inquisitive people areattracted by novelties, 
the amateurs of music are more interested by the 
revival of the works of great masters. These have 
also been announced and will certainly attract 
people. 


(Muffs on this page) A mole and ermine 
muff is tied in the center so that it suggests two 
balls. (Middle) This purse is merely a 
whole sable skin that closes by an ivory ring 
held in the animal’s mouth. (Extreme right) 
Taffeta roses in gay color fill a black organdie 
muff, broadly banded at the ends with 
black fox. The roses may be changed so 
that they match the color of one’s costume. 











(Extreme right) Blue 
and white straw is or- 
namented with butter- 
flies of black and white 
and orange feathers. 


A costume that is a 
series of rosettes. The 
hat, parasol, and co- 
carde at the bodice, are 
large rosettes of ribbon. 


Among the artists who are going to sing this 
season in Monte Carlo, one notices the names of 
Yvonne Gall, Vix, Dalla Riza, Vanni-Marcoux, 
McCormack, et cetera. These names alone can 
tell more than all the exaggerations of the publicity, 
and bring their support to the theatrical enterprise 
of the Casino. 

While awaiting the opera season, other represen- 
tations are given at the theater: ballets, comedies 
and the usual concerts. Concerning these ballets, 
there is something new to notice this year. Nearly 
all the company of the Russian Ballets of Diaghilef, 
having no engagement till the spring, have been 
invited to join the company of Monte Carlo. So 
on the stage are to be seen the old ballets of the 
stock-pieces of this theater, awful décors, painted 
twenty to thirty years ago, monstrous costumes, 
covered with spangle, like those of a traveling show, 
and in this unartistic muddle, male and female 
dancers of the best school. So as not to revolution- 
ize the classical traditions, the master of the ballet 
in Monte Carlo, who teaches the modern talents 
of dancing, is retained. 

The first ballerines of the Russian theaters, the 
vedettes of the Diaghilef company, are often 
placed in the last rows of the corps du ballet, to 
make place for the dancers of Monte Carlo. The 
public keenly appreciates the contribution of the 
Russian dancers in that amalgamated company, 
and compares their dances to those of the native 
dancers, the suppleness of (Concluded on page 118) 
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ood. Below the chande- 
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Below the valence of * petit point,” in the salon, hangings 
of flame and amethyst jaspé taffeta and gold brocade 
repeat the colorings of a pair of Regence chairs. The 
candelabrum of Waterford glass, which is set with 
innumerable rhinestones, was made for George ITI. 


IN SUTTON PLACE 


periods and countries have been combined with rare taste. 

Before an old Italian day-bed, covered with green and _ beige 
:triped damask and surmounted by a Marcius Simon fan, stand a pair 
of Regence chairs done in flame color and gold silk. At each end are 
bookcases that are really doors . . . secret avenues of escape designed 
like those in Marie Antoinette’s library at Versailles. Between the 
windows are vitrines of Venetian red lacquer, set in mirrors. 

In Mrs. Olcott’s bedroom an eighteenth century French bed is 
canopied with foile de Jouy in deep blue and cream color, and an 
eighteenth century poudreuse of red and black lacquer has its com- 
partments amusingly lined with eighteenth century Chinese wall- 
paper and fitted with red and yellow chinoiserie faience paint pots. 
The gazing globe of blue Bristol glass, hung at the center of the 
ceiling, was taken from an old English garden. 

Collections of the most exquisite bibelots are everywhere—First 
Empire, Staffordshire, Chelsea, and Saxe figurines, Rockingham 
cottages, Battersea enamels, patch-boxes of the court beauties of 
eighteenth century France, exotic Chinese hair ornaments—and it 
would be possible to go on and on. 

Mrs. Olcott has conceived the gracious idea of building what she 
calls a guest flat in the upper story of the house. It is reached by a 
separate staircase, and is made up of a large bedroom, a living-room, 
a kitchenette, and a little porch; here seclusion is offered the lingering 
Zuest. 

The subject of gardens is charmingly treated, both by Mr. and 
Mrs. Olcott and by the Sutton Place colony as a whole. The Olcott 
garden, which is entered from the dining-room, is planted with 
laurel, hemlock, ivies, and wisteria. Beyond this is the common, 
upon which all the gardens of the colony open, and this runs, unin- 
terrupted, down to the river. 


[: THE salon, above, furniture and art objects of many 
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Such treasures as an ancient English tea chest of black 
lacquer,a Louis XVI. red lacquer coal-hod, behind the 
“eros point” chair, and an old French bell-pull of bro- 
cade, are legion in the drawing-room, whose white walls 
are warmed by hangings of Lady Ribblesdale chints. 












The walls of the Regence dining-room are paneled with 
dull tomato-red lacquered toile, and the woodwork is of 
matching color. On the Louis XVI. console are old 
French “ girandoles” of delicate rock crystal. The stone 
Jigure, in the corner, was taken from an English garden, 








ee mee G0 








BARPER’S BAZAR 


Jeannette’s lips moved as though to speak, but made 
no sound. ... The enormity of the thing that had 
come into the room, and seemed to be leering at them 
from the center of the white table-cloth, stopped not 
only words but thought in the minds of the eight people. 


THE JUDGES 


A My, 
u 
: N [Sect of the eight people who dired to 
| gether that night at the Sturgises’ has eve 
: poken the name of the murderer of Eust 
: Ja lel! Phe lestion mark placed beside the 
case | e P Department will always remain 
if p r ‘ o! the eight, whose rambling 
‘ er le em t an abrupt 
pause nad KI I Ja ] n Ince childhood; to 
t ere the unmourned 
. victim of a thrust from an African hunting knife. 
: : \ Hug I d Elaine Jace uelin, wife of 
the murdered ma! it they are both such re 
served, quiet people that one can never know what 
they think 
¥ Hu me Jeannette Stur ( Fifth 








ory Story by PHYLLIS 
4 r I R. Balit»s dg 
\venue, a few days after his return from Europe, 


and that chance meeting had prompted the bringing 
together of the eight of them, for a week-end of 
reminiscence 

This was their first meal together, and it sud- 
denly struck Hugh as absurd that they should be 
sitting there, talking with such spirit about the 
new country club which was being erected on the 
other side of the Glades 
the relectory table 


His glance swept down 
appraisingly. Jeannette, of 
course, had a right to be interested; she had decided 
to make the old house her permanent summer 
home. And she, of them all, was still actively 
interested in golf and tennis. She hadn’t said so, 
but he knew it instinctively. He had not seen 


DUGANNE 


her—or any of them, except Bobby 
yet if he had not seen 


for five years, 
her during the ten years 
that had elapsed since they had all been youngsters 
together, he would have found little change in her. 
From an athletic, brown-skinned girl, she had 
rather than changed, into the lovely 
woman of thirty who sat at the head of her dining- 
table, her copper hair rising above her white fore- 


evolved, 


head, her brown and gold evening dress revealing 
slim, muscular arms. And yet she must be differ- 
ent; she was the mother of two children and the 
wife of Hugh’s eyes traveled down three places 
and rested on Guy Sturgis. 

Curious person for Jeannette to have picked up 
and brought to Cypress Glades. He was just about 
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as much in keeping with the fashionable Connecti- 


cut town as a hooded Arab would have been. And 
yet. ... They were exchanging one of those 


quick smiles that had flashed between them so 
often during the day. Sturgis’s face lighted from 
a pale asceticism to a vivid, almost debonair, 
expression, when he smiled. His gray eyes seemed 
to see less, and through seeing less, to visualize 
more; his long painter’s hand went up to his brown 
beard as though to assure himself that it was still 
there. Brown beard—yes; quite conventional 
Quartier Latin stuff, and yet Hugh felt that there 
was something in the fellow. He had scarcely ex- 
changed a word with him, but he had found himself 
watching his host more often than he intended. It 
was, after all, a curious position for a man like 
Guy Sturgis to be in; educated in Europe, having 
spent most of his mature life there, suddenly to find 
himself in the center of a reunion of typical young 
Americans, men and women who had nothing in 
common except the fact that their respective 
parents had chanced, some twenty years before, to 
choose Cypress Glades as a summer home. 

“Let’s have just the candlelight,” said Jean- 
nette. Her eyes met Hugh’s and he nodded, won- 
dering, as he returned to his contemplation of the 
paneled room and its eight occupants, whether she 
could possibly know how much this meeting 
affected him, how tremendously important the 
least detail had become. 


OBBY GORDON got up from Jeannette’s left 
and felt for the button that controlled the 
lights. Hugh grinned at him; after five years of 











European diplomacy, with Bobby at his elbow 
constantly, always flirting with the wrong women, 
always shifting from moods in which he was an 
ingenuously enthusiastic dilettante to moods in 
which he reproached himself and swore to make 
more of his life, Hugh did not need to study Bobby. 
The only changes the years brought to him were an 
increasing suspicion of a tummy, and more than a 
suspicion of a bald spot. 

“That’s delightful!’”’ exclaimed Agnes McKenna. 

From Jeannette’s right, her husband looked up 
self-consciously, as though he expected applause. 
Norman McKenna, pink and prosperous, had been 
boisterously protesting his pleasure at seeing the 
boys and girls once more—although Jeannette had 
whispered to Hugh that he had come, just as he 
went faithfully to all his college reunions, because 
he always did the things one should—yet his in- 
terest in them was important solely in ratio to their 
interest in his vivaciously pretty, and bored, ex- 
débutante wife. Norman didn’t know it himself, 
but Hugh could have told him that he really had 
not the least interest or affection toward any of 
them, except possibly Jeannette, with whom he had 
once been in love. 

“Tt makes me think of the party you had when 
said Mary Noyes. 
suddenly, 


you were engaged, Jeannette,” 
“You remember Her voice broke 
and a deep flush swept to the fringes of her hair. 

“When I had all the house lighted with candles?” 
asked Jeannette, smiling. She turned to her hus- 
band. “I was seventeen, Guy, and very romantic. 
My first too.” She turned the 
warmth of her smile back to Mary. 


engagement, 
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Hugh's wandering gaze crossed Sturgis’s and the 
two men smiled. Mary Noyes was still scarlet, 
in her eagerness and friendliness. She had been 
such a fragile, pretty girlk He remembered one or 
two evenings after dances. But while Mary 
probably hugged their memory close to her spin- 
sterly little heart, she would be frightened to death 
if she thought he remembered, too. 

“We've had good times in this 
Jeannette. ‘“‘Haven’t we, Hugh?” 

He nodded, and saw something of his own wist- 
fulness reflected in her eyes. Jeannette did know 
how he felt! And because he could not bear to 
think of Elaine Jacquelin yet, to think of her when 
he had just learned that they would be face to face 
again, this very night, he turned his attention to 
the remaining person at the table, his cousin, 
Evelyn Winter. 


house,’’ said 


VELYN had changed more than any of them, 

but there was little of interest in the change, 
because he had always known she would be like 
that. She was fat, matronly, complacent; at inter- 
vals her puffy little white hands passed caressingly 
from her throat over her full bosom and stomach, 
with that enjoyment of corporeal well-being which 
fat people often have. Evelyn would perhaps have 
amused him more, had he not felt a slight feeling 
of family shame; when she had explained how 
sorry her husband was that he could not be with 
them and had given that vivid picture of Henry 
Evarts saying, “My God, Evelyn, what are you 
trying to let me in for?” he had felt uncomfortable 


beneath Sturgis’s smile. Continued on page 115 








THE PERSIAN 


CAT HAS 


ITS DAY 


IN NEW YORK 


PAUL THOMPSON 
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Having become per- 
sonally — acquainted 
with ‘Winter Dai” 
at the recent Cat 
Show, we insist that 
never did a fine cal 
display a more gra- 
cious spirit nor a 
more glorious coat of 
fluff. Mrs. Frank E. 
Bell exhibited him. 





i 
Perfectly gentle in repose is Lord Echoson, Mrs. E. L. When this photographwas made, no one asked “ Winter 
Baldwin owner, but not so lamblike when seen in Pax” to look pleasant, please. Which accounts for 
ti As for example, when the visitors draw too his lion-like ruff and stern expression. “Winter Pax,” 
e to his regal person. Lord Echoson, you see, we are assured by Miss Carroll Macy, objects to being 
eing a Persia of high degree, has much temperament. photographed. But such beauty has its obligations. 
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WHAT WELL-DRESSED WOMEN IN 


NEW YORK ARE WEARING 


This little portfolio of seven pages shows 
what some of the best-dressed women 
in society and on the stage are wearing. 


NE theory of dressing is for a woman to make her- 
self as picturesque, as dramatic, as arresting, as 
possible. To this end she conceives herself as a 

type and dresses a part, arraying her hair, marking her 
eyebrows, touching her lips, choosing her jewels with an 
eye to completing a picture. The danger of this theory is 
that unless she has a most striking personality the dress 
may submerge the woman. Another theory of dressing is 
to subordinate the dress to the woman so that it is felt 
decidedly as a background, not as an important part of 
the picture. This quieter, simpler style of dressing is 
one that is adopted by many of the best dressed women 
in society, both here and in Europe. 

At Sherry’s recently the dining-room was occupied, 
after eight-thirty, by several large, private dinner-parties. 
At one table Mr. and Mrs. George P. Moore were enter- 
taining Princess Anastasia and Prince Christopher of 
Greece, Mr. and Mrs. Malcolm D. Whitman, and Mr. 
Melville Stone. At along table across one side of the room 
was a large party, guests of Mr. and Mrs. Harold M. 
Richards; and on the opposite side of the room sat an 
equally large party of débutantes of which Mrs. Charles 
Pettinos was hostess. All the women present were very 
simply and quietly dressed, from the Princess Anastasia, 








In outline; Mrs. D. T. L. Van 
Buren’s last year’s “bob.” In 
portrait; her modish *‘shingle.”’ 





who wore a simple, black jet gown, relieved only by a 
string of large pearls and a diamond pin in her hair, to 
the youngest débutante in green tulle. 

When the floor was filled with dancers, two facts were 
immediately apparent—that the chemise frock was almost 
the only style of dress being worn and that at least seven 
out of every ten dresses were green. Green in no uncertain 
tones, either—not the pastel shades but intense, vibrant 
colors. Coral and deep rose were the colors next in favor; 
and there was a sprinkling of gold and black and white 
One or two dresses were slightly draped; again, there 
were one or two circular skirts, but on the whole the 
skirts were straight and slim. 

Mrs. David T. L. Van Buren wore one of the few cir 
cular models, a white crépe dress much like that worn 
recently at the Club Royal by Mrs. Charles Sabin and 
sketched on the following pages. Mrs. Van Buren has 
“shingled”? her hair—a most becoming style to her and 
one which has not yet made the progress in this country 
that it has in Paris, where this scooped-in appearance of 
the back of the head is much favored. Ina Claire has 
adopted this style of hair-dressing (as shown on page 
sixty-two) and its sleek and boyish air suits her extremely 
well. ‘The style threatens to supersede the “bob.” 
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Miss Ellin Mackay Mrs. Fal de Saint Phalle ) Miss Claire Schenck 
RECENT SMART DINNER AND LUNCHEON 


PARTIES AT SHERRY’S 


There are but six or seven restaurants in town at which society feels really at home and 
in only three or four of these is one always sure of seeing the best-dressed and most dis- 


tinguished women of metropolitan society. Sherry’s, Pierre’s, and the Ritz attract the 
most charming gatherings for luncheon, while the little Club Royal and the vast Plaza 
must be added to the list for dinner. The two groups on this page were sketched at Sherry’s, 
the one above showing Miss Ellin Mackay in flesh-colored Georgette crépe and old gold 
lace, and Mrs. Fal de St. Phalle in silver lace with a girdle of gold leaves. The luncheon 
party below proves that the small, insignificant hat, mouselike in its quietness, is the smart 
hat this season. Miss Baldwin’s is terra-cotta, Mrs. Carhart’s tan, the other two black. 





Miss Lucile Baldwin Mrs. Amory Carhart Miss Annette Tilford 
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“*LEs THERE 


IS A COMMAND THAT’S 


Al the liitle Club Royal many notable people 


who ordinarily eschew all public dining places, 
and especially those which serve dancing with 
their meals, spend many hours every evening. 
At dinner recently, Mrs. Charles Sabin wore a 
charming white crépe dancing frock with a full, 
circular skirt, much longer at the sides than in 
the front or back. Mrs. Raymond T. Baker wore 
a black velvet frock on the now classic Vionnet 
lines. At an adjacent table (shown in the draw- 
ing at the extreme right) sat a young woman in 
pale gold bodice banded with dark fur and a black 


satin skirt—a contrast very smart this season. 


Among the many chic costumes seen recently at 
luncheon parties were the three sketched here: 
Mrs. Ogden H. Hammond wore a black velvet 
dress the features of which were the double, circular 
cuffs, one of which was braided to resemble beige 
fur, and with it one of the few large hats one sees 
at present; Mrs. McClure, lunching with her, wore 
a black velvet dress with sleeves deeply banded in 
mink and a mink turban; Mrs. Tangeman wore 
a black velvet dress caught at the shoulders with 
diamond pins, and a turban with a cavalier plume. 


Mrs. Charles Sabin 


Mrs. Ogden H. Hammond 


Mrs. Walter McClure 


Mrs. Raymond T. Baker 


BE MUSIC AND DANCING’? 


OBEYED 











































Mrs. Cornelius Tangeman 





Evening gown of wis- 
teria charmeuse with 
pane! of pink tulle and 
girdle of silver cloth, 
both heavily beaded in 
magenta and crystal. 
Half bertha of white net 
embroidered in ma- 
genta and silver thread. 


For her studious days 
Miss Claire wears the 
plainest of clothes. This 
wrap is of Lrown shorn 
lamb with a collar of 
blue fox, worn usually 
over a severe O’ Rosse nN 
suit, one of which is a! 
ways in her wardrobe. 
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Ina Claire’s life is that of a student rather than a social butterfly; her mornings are 
spent at school. her afternoons at matinées; therefore her wardrobe is simple and 
serviceable. This year she is wearing her hair “shingled,” not bobbed—cropped 
close as a boy’s behind, with the long hair from both sides meeting in the back. 
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PERSONAL WARDROBE OF ONE OF THE 


DRESSED WOMEN ON THE STAGE 


(Middle figure) Spring 
suit of light tan camel’s 
hair cloth with delicate 
embroidery of scarlet, 
blue, and black; worn 
with cream crépe blouse 
with monogram cm- 
broidered in tan, blue, 
red, and black threads. 


Sports suit of rough 
scarlet wool with white 
rabbit collar and blouse 
of white jersey silk 
banded top and bottom 
in scarlet broadcloth. A 
hat of white velvet with 
silver bow is bound 
with silver ribbon. 
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THE CLOTHES INA CLAIRE BROUGH’ 
WITH HER FROM PARIS 


Afternoon gown of rose crépe de Chine with scalloped panels 
to which are attached floating trains of rose tulle, also scalloped. 
Miss Claire’s taste in her own clothes is of the simplest. 






CLOTHES 


BROUGHT FROM PARIS 





. = Bg 
Patou negligée consisting of 


black figured crépe jacket trimmed 
wilh white Chinese hare and 
plain black crépe de Chine skirt. 
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MARIE 





























Marie Doro concocted this unusual eve- 
ning gown for herself from one of the 
famous Babani negligées (shown just be- 
low it) by the extraordinary device of 
turning it upside down and using the 
sleeves as two long, pointed trains or else 
tacking them up on the skirt. It is of 
black velvet trimmed with gold galon. 


Nothing could be more ascetically severe 
than this dull black cloth suit and un- 
trimmed black felt hat, pulled to any shape 
you like, from Reboux—not a touch of 
éolor anywhere. The jacket is long and 
blouses loosely; the skirt is slim and ir- 
regular at the hem; the sleeves, enormous 
and monastic—a new Vionnet classic. 


yy : Two triangular sap- 
if phires separated by a 
VIONNET rectangular 
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Jeweled enamel vanity 
Diamond and 
emerald bracelets. 


case. 








Bag with jeweled top. (Be- 
low) Gloves of tan and 
black perforated. 


suede, 
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VIONNET 













These five models show Miss Doro’s selections for morning, after- 
noon, and evening, as well as some of the charming accessories she 
purchased in Paris. This season she selected practically all her 
clothes from Vionnet, desiring a simple, serviceable wardrobe } 
having the distinction that this designer knows so well how to give. 
This is the mode of expensive simplicity of which Paris talks 
so much which makes the woman rather than the dress important. 


The afternoon dress above is of beige crépe romain, a material which , 
Vionnet uses for practically all her models. It lies with long 
streamers once on the shoulder and again at the waist. The 
Reboux hat is of brown felt and velvet. The evening gown is of 
rose crépe romain with the new Vionnet arrangement of drapery, 
hanging straight down the back and front of the skirt from a 
silver cloth buckle. These are two of Vionnet’s newest models. 








66 





HARPER’S BAZAR 


‘*LE DROIT DU SEIGNEUR ”’ 


A Hollywood Story 


ISTORY has such strange ways 
of repeating herself that often 
we overlook her vagaries. 

Down through the ages come dupli- 
cations of character, of custom, of vice 
and virtue that can be traced by any 
one who tears away the veil of altered 
time, ,and_ scientific 
advancement. We meet again the 
eternal Adam and Eve garbed, it is true, 
in Bond Street and the rue de la Paix, 
wearing the same old 


setting, country, 


but mentally 
fig leaf. 

If it had not been for the polo game, 
which a very young scenarioist had seen 
fit to make essential to an otherwise 
perfect continuity, Pat Sargent might 
not have seen Eve Aleshire. At least 
not so soon. 

It was the middle of summer and 
there was no polo being played at that 
season of the year, which made it 
doubly difficult to film the sequence. 
Sargent’s director had managed to 
accumulate enough players—two or 
three experts, the rest, men who had 
merely played polo and the actors in the 
story. Sargent himself was a magnifi- 
cent horseman—handicapped by the 
fact that he had never before beheld a 
polo stick. 

But on the marvelous June morning 
when the hard, dusty polo field was 
lined with motor cars, when the small 
grandstand was filled with hundreds of 
extra people in photographic sports 
clothes, one of the polo men failed to 
appear. 


7 VERYTHING, therefore, had come 
to a dead standstill. Eve, at the 
wheel of one of the hired cars, regarded 
the scene with amused eyes, while the 
director cursed polo, continuity writers 
and overhead expense, wept copiously 
and implored a just heaven to aid him 
in his extremity. 

Eve Aleshire, who presumably for 
reasons of atmosphere had been ordered 
to wear her riding clothes and was 
therefore adorned in had 
bought in Bond Street the year before 
when she went to visit Lady Halldale, 
was parked directly behind him. She 
spoke to him suddenly, with that cool 
carelessness of hers. “I dare say I 
could fill in, if you think I’d pass for a 
boy,”’ she said with crisp distinctness. 

Bennett turned and stared at her. 
Eve returned his gaze with undisturbed 
indifference, then remarked further: 
“You know, if you play your ponies in 
blinkers like that, they can’t see all 
around their heads. They'll back out 
of the jams and you won't get the action 
you want.” 

Bennett was no fool. He regarded 
Eve's slim, athletic figure, her tanned 
skin and clear young eye. He mentally 
appraised and approved her insolent 
manner, her accent, her poise and the 
way she wore her slightly shabby 
riding habit, as though it part of her. 

Then he said, “ You’ve played polo, Miss——’’ 

* Aleshire,”’ said Eve, without explanation. 

“Miss Aleshire?”’ 

“Oh, yes! Of course I’m not as strong as a man 
and I can’t stand up to the gaff of a long, hard- 
fought game, but with that crew’’—she raised the 
scornful tip of her whip—*‘and for such short stuff 
as you'll want, I dare say I could show up well 
enough.” 

Her amused smile had returned. 


those she 


were a 


She seemed to 
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Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops 


Any man might have thrilled to the 
vivid ease and assurance of Eve. And 
Pat Sargent was not any man. He 
looked at her and his eyes grew warm. 
He even felt a trifle annoyed. If 
she belonged around the studio, some- 
body had been holding out on him. 


ROGERS 


ST. JOHNS 


have no comprehension of the fact that 
she was an extra girl speaking to her 
director. Her brown eyes were fol- 
lowing Pat Sargent, on a splendid black 
pony, as he gave easily to its first 
excited bucks not wholly unconscious 
of the admiring throng. 

“And that man,” added Eve—there 
was even a hint of command in her 
tone as one used to authority — 
“shouldn’t wear his pony out that way 
if he expects him to play the game. 
*Tisn’t fair.” 

Sam Bennett grinned. That settled 
it. He turned to a perspiring assistant 
director and said: ‘Get Miss Aleshire 
acap. Can you hide your hair under a 
cap, Miss Aleshire?” And as she 
nodded and tossed aside her smart 
sailor: ‘Then take her to the stables 
for Mr. Hersford’s mount. Please tell 
Mr. Sargent we won’t be ready to 
shoot for at least fifteen minutes and 
he can give his horse a rest. The 
crowd’! still be here.” 

Sargent threw his reins to a groom 
{ and strolled leisurely across a corner of 
the field. His good temper—always 
impervious to delay and inconvenience— 
had not been ruffled and he was smiling 
his famous and still sweet smile as he 
sauntered up. 

““Got somebody?” he asked. 

The director grinned. He had been 
a shoe salesman and he had a keen 
i sense of humor and understood some- 
thing about women. 

“VYeh—a girl,” he said. 

Sargent turned an incredulous but 
indifferent grin. 


It was perfectly true that Sargent 
| was always thinking about women. 


But he did not particularly care to 
think about the sort of girl who could 
fill in at a polo game. His eyes sought, 
instead, and found a big gray limousine 
that had drawn up to the sidelines and 
he glimpsed within a flash of exquisite 


i blue. 
He was still smiling that faintly con- 
temptuous, faintly contented smile, 


when Eve cantered up. 

Now Eve had ridden with Italian 
cavalry officers in the Balkans, where 
she had been stationed for a year with 
the Red Cross during the war; she had 
ridden with Russian regiments at the 
front, and on actual battlefields; and 
she had been given three medals for 
distinguished service and rescue work, 
most of which had been performed at 
the wheel of an automobile or in the 
saddle. 


O THAT, although she was not a 
beautiful girl, on a horse with her 
splendid young figure swaying grace- 
fully, her whole being alive and domi- 
nant, she was rather gorgeous. Any man 
might have thrilled to the vivid ease 
and assurance of her. 
And Pat Sargent was not any man. 
He looked at her for a long moment and his eyes 
grew warm. They were rather cool gray eyes as a 
rule, but when they warmed to a woman they had 
a golden light that was sheerly masculine. 

He even felt a trifle annoyed. If she belonged 
around the studio, somebody had been holding out 
on him. 

It was, of course, not much of a polo game. 

Only once was there a real thrill, and only once 
during the play, while the cranking cameras shifted 
about the field and the director and his frantic corps 
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Eve, tremendously set up, forgot 
it was not a real game, forgot 
that Sargent was not a real back. 


of assistants yelled and sweated and commanded 
through megaphones, did Pat Sargent have time 
to notice the girl who had filled in. 

For about a minute and a half there had been 
some real polo. 

Reggie Swift, who belonged to the Burlingame 
team and was a player of international fame, had 
consented to help out because he was a pal of Pat 
Sargent’s. Just after the play began, Swift hit a 
ball that was coming toward him fast and it rolled 
in the air, as a ball sometimes will that is not hit 
exactly square. 

When Eve, at halfback, saw the ball overhead, 
she moved forward as fast as her pony would go 
and with a sudden little daredevil grin, attempted 
a thing she had practised morning after morning 
off the back of her favorite pony in the gray-misted 
hills of the old New York Hunt Club. 





Standing in her stirrups, she grasped her stick 
with both hands, holding her pony steady with 
her knees, and batted the ball in the air. By a 
miracle, because that stroke is brought off in a 
polo game only about once in seven hundred times, 
the ball flew straight and true. There was noth- 
ing for the opposing team to do but get out of 
the way. 

Eve, tremendously set up, her whole being aglow 
with delight, forgot her surroundings, forgot it was 
not a real game, forgot that Sargent was not a real 
back and turned on him with a shriek of rage. 
“Why didn’t you follow that up? You’d have shot 
a goal sure.” 

Her cap had flown off as she stood up, her short, 
glinting hair was flying. Her silk shirt had been 
torn over one shoulder and there was a smudze of 
dirt under her left eye. But her lips were scarlet 
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and her body like a flame, until she remembered 
the cameras and slumped into her saddle. 

She was very hot, very tired—she had not ridden 
in several months—and very dirty. She had, of 
course, brought no change of garments. As she 
scrubbed her scarlet face, she longed angrily for the 
cold shower which she certainly wasn’t going to take 
without clean things to put on afterwards, for a 
long, cold drink and for an automobile to ride home 
in, so that she could rest her aching back and legs. 

Just then there was a little knock at the dressing- 
room door. 

“Veh,”’ she said and turned her dripping face to 
see Pat Sargent standing there, still somewhat over- 
come with the delighted laughter that had struck 
him when she screamed at him on the polo field. 

“Hello!” he said. “Are you a bit done?” 

She nodded, speechless, (Continued on page 108) 
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Curtain at lower left: Ivory 


silk 
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The kerchiefs on 


of silk from the new collection of 


the peasants are 


The skirts of the peasant women 
show silks from Bianchini Ferier. 





striped with shades of green and sul- 
bhur yellow and rows of tiny colored 


Coudurier Fructus. That at the 


First, cream-colored foulard pat- 





fl wers. 
with brown and black. 


darker color. The lantern is 


Viennese silk. 


THE NEW 


TRACED WITH 


THER seasons, we have thought that fabrics 
were gay; comparatively. 
This season the silks for summer are gay in 
a different They are higher-keyed, more 
vibrating, more delicately brilliant. 
heavy oriental color and more clear vivid color held 


and they were 


way. 
There is less 


together by the use of neutral tints. 


FOREIGN FaAaBrre 


HE foreign fabrics are very lovely in their 
extraordinary color and design. This year the 
tendency to naive motifs, that look as if they 


drawn by an ingenious, but not too 
child, has appreciably increased 
s, houses and animals, all drawn with the 
that gives the 
object in a few primitive lines. 


had been 
accurate, flowers, 
birds, tree 


primitive quality essence of the 


CouDURIER FRvucTUS 
RINTED crépes and soft stuffs are most impor- 
tant in the Coudurier Fructus collection this sea- 

son. The new Coudurier printed crépes are delicately 


The fabric with the plume- 
like motifs is of yellow voile printed 
The other is 
of voile in pale color printed with a 
of 
Wiener Werkstaette. 


MODE 





left is crépe printed in two colors. 
The middle an all- 


over pattern of leaves and berries, 


one shows 
very modern in feeling and very 
gay. The third,“ Crépe Marabout,” 


has a_ decided metallic luster. 


IS MADE OF 


lovely; they give the general impression of the most 
exquisite of modern designs printed over and over 
delicate backgrounds, in charming two-toned effects, 
where green, gray and beige are featured most often 
as colors. Then, too, there are the beautifully 
traced motifs in dark blue, black, or brown, on 
white. 

One very modern design, printed on crépe de 
Chine, is a small landscape in white on dark blue, 
or in green and beige and brown. There are strange 
little houses, trees, and farming implements scat- 
tered over the surface of the silk in the odd little 
childish designs that are so pleasing. 

Coudurier has produced a new brocaded crépe 
that resembles a metallic fabric, which is very soft 
and supple at the same time. This fabric, “crépe 
marabout,” is a satin-finished crépe, woven in 
four colors and given its metallic sheen by a brocad- 
ing of fiber silk. These metal-brocade crépes are 
wonderfully rich in effect. The colors are deep 
browns and greens and rust, and there are combina- 
tions of silver or gold, or both, on black, woven in 
Moorish and Persian motifs. For summer evening 
wraps this fabric has all the gorgeous effect of 


terned with cerise and blue. 
figure, 
crépe de Chine resembling filet lace. 
The third dress is of heavy crépe 
striped in gay color. 
is of silk with old-fashioned motifs. 


INTRICATE 


Middle 


printed black and white 


The curtain 


GAY STUFFS 


DESIGN 


a heavy brocade, and is as light as crépe de Chine. 

Wide stripes, in interesting arrangements, appear 
again and again in the Coudurier collection. A new, 
particularly beautiful taffeta has a rainbow-like 
arrangement of half-inch stripes in all the tints and 
shades of one color, so that there is a beautiful 
blending from light to dark. In greens and browns 
this is unusually smart. 

Another taffeta has very wide stripes running the 
length of the fabric. The middle stripe is a deep 
raisin color; the outer stripes shade from cyclamen 
to a dull rose. There are other color shadings in 
this taffeta, too. 

Another unusual fabric made by this house 
is a crépe de Chine with drawn-work threads 
that form a delicate lace-like pattern. It is very 
lovely in ivory and white, and comes in all the love- 
liest colors of the season. 

STANCHINI FERIER 

N THE collection of this house, too, the highy 

patterned fabrics are dominant. Again we see 
the naive motifs completely covering the soft sur- 
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The widely bouffant 
skirt at the top of the 
page shows a new 
French crépede Chine, 
in white, cerise and 
blue. From Bianchini 


At the upper right 
corner is another 
Bianchini silk with 
small Japanesque de- 
sign done in cycla- 
men, mauve and tan. 


Worn by the smaller 
figure in the dark 
bouffant skirt, is a 
Viennese silk, black, 
green, and cerise. 
Wiener Werkstaette. 

















The fabric shown by 
the middle figure is a 
beautiful taffeta from 
Couduricr Fructus, 
woven in stripes, in 
shades of one color. 


(Lower right) One of 
the loveliest crépes of 
the season: mouse 
gray, with design 
in lighter gray. From 
Coudurier Fructus. 


face of crépes. One of the most interesting 
fabrics that Bianchini has produced this 
year is a soft heavy crépe de Chine in black, 
printed all over with large squares, in 
which are primitive designs in white 
pricked out by remarkably small black 
dots, so that the whole fabric looks like a 
huge piece of filet lace. For the simple, 
straight-hanging frock that Paris likes so 
much, this fabric is charming. 

Another typical Bianchini fabric is a 
heavy crépe printed with irregular stripes in 
gay colorings, stripes that look as if they 
had been made by a long single stroke of 
a brush. This, in ivory color printed with 
black and red, is very effective. 

For the little short Deauville jackets 
that promise to have another season in the 
spring, Bianchini have a very closely woven 
silk that has a surface and texture that 
looks like old-fashioned challis. The de- 
signs, too, are very quaint. There are 
broad stripes of black or some dark color 
with charming little flowers printed in 
pastel colors sprinkled in between. The 
jackets made of this silk are worn with 
plain silk of a weave that matches the 
background of the patterned silk. 

Another striking Bianchini crépe is com- 
pletely covered by a pattern of tiny circles 
that form a background, and also large 
disks of another color. For instance, a 
white crépe is closely covered with small 
circles that form a French blue background, 
and large disks are drawn on this with 
cerise; of course this comes in other color 
combinations, too. 

Bianchini has printed tremendously 
large “handkerchiefs,” as large as Spanish 
shawls; these are really remarkably lovely 
and have innumerable uses. They are in 
white patterned with huge flowers and 
leaves in black, a sort of primitive sun- 
flower design with the leaves and flowers 
the actual size of large sunflowers. These 
are in black and one color, such as char- 
treuse, green, or some other high-keyed 
color, too. These handkerchiefs are made 

















also in white with an_ extraordinarily 
delicate Persian border in vivid color, 
edged by a wide stripe of plain color. 

One of the loveliest fabrics produced 
this season is a Bianchini woven crépe 
with a raised brocaded design in it. The 
crépe is wonderfully soft and heavy and 
has an exquisite design of flowers or figures 
hand-loomed in it so that it is raised from 
the surface of the silk. There is one design 
of a charming bouffant-skirted lady stand- 
ing under a tree. Her gown stands out in 
folds and billows, as it would if it were 
really made of some heavy silken stuff, 
and her flesh tints and hair are in contrast 
ing weaves. This fabric is achieved with 
enormous labor; only a half yard of it can 
be produced ina day. It comes in beautiful 
color, melting peach color and very high 
sulphur yellow and_ beautiful réséda 
green. 

This house features a new green that is 
not quite the almond or Lanvin green of 
last season, and not chartreuse and not 
Nile green; it is quite new and very lovely 
and should be fiattering to most women. 

Tans and beige and rose color as well as 
the gay, high-keyed combinations men- 
tioned, are featured by this house. 


MovDERN VIENNESE FABRICS 


HESE fabrics from Vienna, designed 

by modern Viennese artists, have a 
curiously foreign atmosphere to our unac- 
customed eyes. Their whole feeling is quite 
different from anything we have known for 
the past ten years. They look, many of 
them, like eighteenth century Venetian 
stuffs translated through a Viennese medi- 
um, and others are so new and modern that 
they can be compared to nothing except 
modern Viennese posters and color draw- 
ings. Some of them are curiously delicate 
and others are characteristically Viennese 
in flamboyant color. There are silks 
suitable for upholstering and hangings, 
and for gowns, too, for the woman 





























The fabrics for spring are gaily printed in 
designs that draw upon many countries and 
periods for their origin. Other seasons we have 
thought gay and highly patterned, but this season 
seems to vibrate with a new higher-keyed color. 








































The lady's comb 
bit of the new soft fabric, ‘“Matel- 
assé Karma,” shown in midnight 
blue, tan and 


- ee 
spring coliech 


is made from a 


black, in the new 
wt of Haas Brothers. 


Up her sleeve the lady has a lining 
of a new silk fiber knitted material, 
called Imprimé,” in 
magenta and black on a café au lait 
background. From Haas Brothers. 


“*Celtvne 


black. 


who is posteresque enough and sufliciently strik- 
ing to use them for costumes. 

Then there are extremely delicate voiles that 
would make very lovely, summery frocks. The 
curtains shown in the sketch on page sixty-etght 
are of this voile. The one at the left is pale maize 
color patterned with plumes and curious feather-like 
motifs in brown and green and yellow. The one 
at the right has very simple flower motifs, separated 
by fine lines. | This comes in several color combina- 
tions. The small curtain at the lower left shows one 
of the loveliest silks in the Wiener Werkstaette 
collection. It is of soft ivory color with long 
stripes and gradations of color out of which grow 
tiny flowers and their foliage. It gives the general 
impression of ivory and green and sulphur color, 
with tiny flecks of magenta and bright pink. 

On page sixty-nine, in the dark bouffant 
skirt, is another Wiener Werkstaette silk that is 
unusually beautiful. The background is black, 
interlaced with a large lattice work of three shades 
of green that grade from one to another in that 
rainbow effect that appears so often on these 
Wiener Werkstaette fabrics. In the center of the 
diamonds formed by this large lattice are vivid 
pink flowers, a pink that is almost cerise, and their 


The first three folds, and the last 
two, held by the figure, are printed 
silks from the Mallinson collec- 
tion, typical of the fabrics that wil! 
be smart for the spring costume. 


The fourth printed fold held by the 
figure is an attractive crépe de 
Chine, white, printed with a large 
pattern of flowers and leaves in 
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IS A PRINTED SEASON” 
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From Cheney Brothers. 


leaves. Another silk of this same heavy dull weave, 
that has the same atmosphere as the one just de- 
scribed, is black with vivid roses and bleeding hearts. 

Some of these Viennese fabrics are covered by 
great stripes made of tints of three or four colors. 
These stripes run the material so 
that there is a lovely rainbow effect. These designs 
somehow manage to be theatric and delicate at the 
same time; they are really very charming. 


crosswise of 


DoMESTIC FABRICS 
MALLINSON 


HE importance of printed fabrics of this collec- 

tion cannot be over-emphasized, and they really 
are remarkably beautiful. Dull lusterless crépes, 
heavy and beautifully woven and traced all over 
with exquisite designs. 

A heavy Roshanara crépe that is part wool and 
part silk appears this season printed. So does 
a “Pussy Willow” satin made by this house. Then 
there are printed chiffons, very delicate and charm- 
ing. The whole collection gives one the general 
impression of exquisite spring-like color traced 
again and again with close, all-over patterns, some 
bold and large and some small, rather primitive 


FABRICS SAY, AS PLAINLY 


AND LINE CAN, 
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aboriginal designs, that look as if they had been 
made by wood-blocks. One particularly interesting 
design of the wood-block type is printed on “ Pussy 


Willow.”” The design consists of small squares 
filled with primitive hieroglyphic designs. The 
background is café au lait and the design is in black 
and brown and blue. This is shown at the upper 
left on this page. 

Another “‘ Pussy Willow” design that is very new 
and lovely is a strange tracing of black lines on an 
ivory background. These lines have no definite 
form but look like the marks left by water, or the 
veining in marble. This is shown at the lower right 
on the page above. 

Another exquisite Mallinson fabric is of heavy, 
lusterless Suzanna crépe, in black printed with 
feathery motifs made by minute white dots. This 
is also made in black on white. 

Mallinson uses much Persian design in the Paisley 
effects that are still desirable. ‘Pussy Willow” is 
made with a wide modified Paisley printed border, 
and Roshanara crépe is similarly printed. 

Another unusual and particularly effective printed 
Mallinson crépe is a flat crépe de Chine called 
“Bokara” crépe, printed in a design made of tiny 
squares put together after the fashion of a petit 
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BOTH FRENCH AND AMERICAN FABRICS 


HAVE DECIDED TO MAKE IT 


A GAY 





potnt design. On a white background these little 
square cross-stitch-like motifs appear in gray, rose, 
yellow and black, so that the fabric is very busy 
and gay. Shown second from the extreme lower 
right on page seventy. 

A lovely printed chifion, from Mallinson, has 
delicate leaf skeletons all over it. These are 
printed in lovely colors on white and black back- 
grounds. 

Another Mallinson fabric that is unusually efrect- 
ive is Roshanara crépe woven with motifs in squares 
and stripes of chenille of matching color, in dark blue, 


beige and ¢éte de négre. This is particularly good. 


CHENEY BROTHERS 


Aen N the lovely printed crépes and chifions and 
4 & Georgettes that are appearing in all the collec- 
tions this season. Cheney has been particularly 
successful with the small, all-over motif, vividly 
colored. This house, too, uses a large pattern, but 
it is generally used to cover a surface as closely as 
a small all-over design. The Cheney crinkled crépe, 
a heavy crépe of the Georgette type with a deep 
crinkle, is this season intricately traced with curious 
motifs. One design, for instance, is taken from 


SPRING 


a Roman poem, picturing shields, knights and 
warriors in armor, in brown and flame color on an 
ivory white background. This is particularly good. 
This crinkled crépe in dull mustard color is printed 
with a modified Paisley design in shades of brown. 
The delicate design completely covers the fabric; 
it is unusually lovely. 

The Cheney “Cinderella” silk, that dull luster- 
less silk, is particularly successful when printed 
with the modern primitive patterns that Cheney 
affects this season. One of deep bisque color has 
remarkable trees printed on it in black and orange 
and emerald green. A white crépe de Chine is 
closely blocked with lacquer red and black motifs 
of Chinese origin. Another white crépe de Chine has 
beautifully drawn clean-cut modern flowers .and 
leaves all over it, shown third from the right on 
page seventy. 

“Cinderella” silk is also shown in a beautiful 
Lanvin green, completely covered with jardinieres 
of flowers and other floral designs and scrolls in 
ivory white, shown in the lady’s comb at the upper 
right on this page. 

This house also makes a silk of a serge-like weave 
that they call “Topping Twill.” This is printed in 
foulard designs and is particularly good in blue and 


The fold at the lower left shows a 
bit of “Topping Twill,” a foulard last one, and the lady’s comb, show 
type of silk, printed with white new printed silks in small all-over 
disks and wavy lines on a dark blue patterns and in large closely printed 
ground. From Cheney Brothers. 





The second fold from the left, the 


patterns. From Cheney Brothers. 


Second and third frem the right, in In the sleeve of the figure is a new 
the folds, are two silks from and extraordinarily smart silk 
Migel. Oneis“*RippleO,” acrépe fabric, ‘“‘Matelassé Karme,” shown 
woven with a matelassé stripe; the in dull red on a background of mid- 
other brocaded ‘‘Moon Glo” crépe. night blue. From Haas Brothers. 


white and black and white; one effective design of 
heavy disks on wavy lines is shown in dark blue and 
white, at the lower left of this page. 

This house features this season tan and sand color 
and brown in combination, almond green combined 
with white and ivory color, and a beautiful Pom- 
peian red. Most of their designs are taken from the 
Japanese, Chinese, and Persian and modified 
Paisley motifs. 

This house also makes a beautiful silk cloky in 
brown, tan, and black. It is a flat, supple fabric 
that would lend itself well to frocks. 


Haas BROTHERS 


N THE Haas collection are several new and unu- 

sual fabrics that, aside from their fashion value, 
are very interesting. One of these is a knitted 
fiber fabric that has a surface not: unlike velvet. 
This is known as “Celtyne Imprimé.” It is really 
quite different from any knitted fabric used in the 
past season and should be most successful for blouses 
or evenwhole frocks. Thisis printed with very small 
all-over block patterns; one of magenta and black 
on a café au lait background has a decided Russian 
feeling that is charming. (Concluded on page 96) 
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JEWELED EMBROIDERIES AND QUAINT 


QUILTING ENTER THE MODE 


Black lace, embroidered with bouquets 
of diamonds and. worn over flesh-colored 
satin. The skirt is corded with black 
silk. Designed by Hattie Carnegie. 


An effect of fragile slenderness is 
achieved in a Berthe gown with sur plice 
bodice of silver lamé, embroidered in 


bright gold beads, and apron of gold lace. 
5 S / 


Pale magenta charmeuse, and silver 
lamé embroidered with chenille in dee per 
tones of magenta, Silver cording gives 
the hem a circular effect. From Lanvin. 


(Left) Quilting is used by Lanvin for 
the jackets of spring street ccstumes. 
Hydrangea blue kasha cloth is quilted 
and embroidered in tiny colored flowers. 


(Right) Black quilted taffeta jacket 
with cuffs embroidered with magenta 
flowers, and corded collar. Black satin 
skirt. Designed by Hattie Carnegie. 


Lanvin designs a coat of quilted 
biscuit-colored taffeta trimmed 
with cording and embroidered 
with black and ivory daisies. 
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Models on both pages from HATTIE CARNEGIE 






Tailleur of dark blue cloth and 
sapphire blue braid, designed 
by Berthe with knee-length flaring 
coat and narrow straight skirt. 


THE STRAIGHT SILHOUETTE REMAINS 





4 WITH A NEW RAISED WAIST-LINE 


Slate-colored crépe romain is _ plaited 
and embossed with flowers for the bodice 
of a tube-like frock with a circular ruffle 
at the knee. Designed by Hattie Carnegie. 


A straight, short-sleeved sports frock 
designed by Lanvin for the early spring 
is of mustard-colored flannel embroidered 
in checks with silk threads of its own color. 


Bands of crépe in tones of brown, finely 
plaited, make the skirt of an afternoon 
Srock designed by Hattie Carnegie. The 
sleeves are formed of narrow plaited ruffles. 


The long separate coat is of greatest 
importance to the spring costume. Berthe 
bands a straight slim coat of black cloth 
with solid red, black, and gold embroidery. 


Shown at the left is a plaited skirt of Hattie Carnegie gives this sports 
brown charmeuse and a mustard-colored frock of tan jersey, with its orange 
blouse figured with gay color; the scarf is and black bandanna, a_con- 
attached. Designed by Hattie Carnegie. trasting binding at the edges. 
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THORPE 
(Upper left) A new eccentricity of brim distinguishes the spring hats. This 
Maria Guy hat of Havana-brown Milan straw and brown moire is typical. 


THE EARLY SPRING HATS Upper right) This Caroline Reboux hat, a variation of the tricorne that tips 
up on one side, is an excellent example of the new whimsicality of brim. 


FROME PARIS ARE RE\ IARKABLE (Middle) Alex Mornet made this black horsehair hat wiih bronze coq, tip- 


tilted in the back in ihe new mode that does the unusual and unexpecied. 


FOR THEIR VARI ET Y (Lower left) The small Directoire shape that has been good in the past season 
appears again in this Maria Guy hai of brown horsehair with ostrich pompons. 


Lower right) Almost any liitle felt cloche is good this season. This one, 
from Alex, is close filting, of beige felt, banded with beige flowers. 
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(Upper left) The new feeling for slight eccentricity allows a 
small tight-fitting cloche of black Milan straw a great flar- 
ing black satin bow on one side. Designed by Jay-Thor pe. 





NOT ONLY THE SMALL 
(Upper right) This line across the back, with the rolled brim 


ie ; . . . ~TT Tr op . 
and trimming toward the back, promises to be very smart. CLOCHE ‘ BUT THE 
Brown horsehair with crown and chou of taffeta. From Alex. 


LARGE HAT REAPPEARS 
Another example of the new odd note thai appears in the new 
Paris hats: the black osirich brim of this Maria Guy hat is 
fasiened to the satin crown in a decided point in the front. 
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THE NEW AFTERNOON AND EVENING SHOES DISPLAY 
UNUSUAL IMAGINATION IN DESIGN 


(Upper left) An evening version of the ever-becom- 
ing Colonial slipper in white and silver brocade, 
an exquisite Bianchini fabric. From Cammeyer. 


(Upper right) This is an unusual pair of evening 
sandals sent to us in a sketch from Paris. They 
are a combination of brocade and black velvet. 


(Middle right) Hellstern slippers of brocade with 
velvet heels and flame-like points of velvet out- 
lined in bright steel beads running up the back. 


(Middle left) New evening sandals of plain and 
figured brocade with open-work pattern in the sides. 
To be worn with a simple gown. From Cammeyer. 


(Lower left) These Colonial slippers can be worn 
for afternoon or evening, according to the material 
in which they are developed. From Cammeyer. 








(Lower right) Intricate lacings up the front of a 
brocade evening slipper remind one of some little 
eighteenth century French shoe. From Cammeyer. 
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(Upper left) Brown kid with saddle of black patent leather; 
oval buckles of brown kid outlined with patent leather. 


(Middle above) Very simple and very high of heel and made 
of black satin, for afternoon wear. For the high-arched foot. 


(Upper right) This slipper, with its pendant jewel and 


two fabrics, is one of the newest and smartest of the season. 








(Lower right) This is very new, too. An afternoon shoe 
made, or rather molded, all of one piece of soft patent leather. 


(Lower left) Long pointed tongues, an unusually high heel, 
and brown patent leather, distinguish this afternoon shoe. 


Rhinestone buckles set with large pieces of cut steel and 
stecl buckles made into glittering points framed by cut steel. 


Shoes and buckles on this page from 


HENNING 
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/ COSTUMES FOR AFTERNOON 


AND STREET MAY BE 


SLIGHTLY DRAPED 


(Left) Three-piece costume of cream-colored 
woolen fabric woven with bands of raised dots. 
The bodice is of cream-colored chiffon and wool. 


Foulard in gay red « fesien trims the 





sleeves and makes the girdle ef a frock of black 
‘Drape des Antelles,” designed by Miss Steinmets. 


Black chiffon printed 
green ts made ove 
Gay printed chiffons well t 


Plaited while crepe de Chia 


te makes the demure 
collar of a simple black crépe frock. The short 


jacket is of white muslin embroidered with white. 











‘It’s high time IT came home,” 


THE 


A N é W 


THE First CHAPTERS RETOLD BRIEFLY: 
UZANNE CHASTEL is twenty. Her father 
was French, her mother English. From her 
eccentric uncle, old Joseph Grabbiter, she has 
inherited a vast fortune, but the conditions are 
strange. 
In the first place, old Grabbiter’s will has ap- 
pointed two guardians. And no two men could be 


more different than these two. 

One is Timothy Swayne—a timid, lame, self- 
effacing widower with a little girl. He loves 
Suzanne, but Suzanne only pities him. 

The other guardian is Peter Moordius, head of 


the international bankirig concern of Moordius and 


Company. He is brilliant, affable, a man of the 


Novel by 





said Suzanne. 


Illu Raleigh 


é 


trated by Henry 


world. Perhaps he cares a little too much for the 
gambling tables, but what of that? As Suzanne 
expresses it, every great man must have his hobby. 
Yes, Suzanne is quite ready to overlook any faults 
in Moordius. 

One thing that has further increased her interest 
in him is the attitude of his daughter. His daugh- 
ter Valerie quite evidently hates him. Why? 
Suzanne not know. To Suzanne, Valerie 
seems unutterably unfair to her father. 

Yet perhaps Valerie has reason to fear and hate 
her father. Valerie is a widow. She knows that 
Moordius managed to get hold of most of her hus- 
band’s fortune before her husband’s death. She 
knows, too, that behind his bland manner, his charm 

acharm which heisdoing his utmost to exert upon 


does 
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The words fell like balm on Timothy’s soul. 
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Suzanne—is something sinister, something cold and 
calculating. 

But it is only Timothy Swayne who knows that 
Valerie is not really Moordius’ daughter. In the 
secret drawer of an escritoire that belonged to 
Joseph Grabbiter, Timothy chanced upon some 
letters. Love-letters. And they proved, conclu- 
sively, that Valerie is the daughter of old Grabbiter 
and of Moordius’ wife. 

And, possibly, it is this fact that induced 
old Grabbiter to make such an extraordinary 
will. 

Until Suzanne is twenty-five she is to spend six 
months of every year with Timothy Swayne, six 
with Moordius. She is not to marry, before twenty- 
five, without the consent of both guardians. She is 
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not to marry one guardian without the written 
consent of the other. 

Moordius has already managed to throw one 
tentacle about Timothy. He has persuaded 
Timothy to resign his position as a minor partner 
in a firm of London accountants and accept a posi- 
tion as a representative of Moordius and Company. 
And Timothy, somewhat dazzled by the prospect 
of sudden wealth that Moordius flaunts before him, 
is a little off his guard so far as Suzanne and 
Moordius are concerned. Of course it is ridiculous 
that Suzanne should be attracted by a man so 
much older than herself. But what is Timothy, 
modest soul, to do about it? 


FirtH PART 


HE summer yielded to 

autumn. The call of Paris 
was felt in the air. Since the 
bull-fight, little had occurred 
to mark a change in the rela- 
tions of the queer trio. Be- 
tween Valerie and Suzanne 
there existed a semi-affec- 
tionate civility. They bought 
hats together and walked in 
the house of Frippery as 
friends. In their more inti- 
mate talks over téte-a-téte 
meals and at casual meetings | 
during the day, the name of 


Moordius' was _ practically 
taboo. Valerie, having given 


her warnings, was powerless 
todo more; she shrugged tired 
and somewhat terrified shoul- 
ders; Suzanne pitied her for 
one whose mind, in one direc- 
tion, had gone distraught. 
Between Moordius and 
Suzanne the ties of mutual 
sympathy insensibly grew 
stronger. After public re- 
nunciation of tauromachy, 
gracefully made among a 
circle of Spanish friends in 
the supper room of the 
Casino, Moordius left her 
with the impression that her 
influence had prevailed. The 
question was never raised 
again. The horror was bur- 
ied. He became a_ keen 
patron of pelota, one of the 
most perfect of the world’s 
ball games, and she, alive to 
grace and virility, shared his 
clean enthusiasm. In _his 
subtle fashion, he gave her 
girlish mind to understand 
him as her more than devoted 
servant. His flattery was en- 
veloped in the saving grace of 
the paternal smile. He craved his little favors with 
an exquisite anxiety undreamed of in the philos- 
ophy of the young men fluttering around Suzanne. 


AT LAST, in her direct fashion, she attacked his 
gambling. Rumor that ever followed the 
great gambler accredited (or discredited) him with 
enormous Whispers were abroad—and 
they reached Suzanne—of millions of francs lost at 
Deauville, Aix les Bains, and here at Biarritz, 
where most nights he sat centrally at baccarat and 
played banque ouverte. Now, to play banque ouverte 
at baccarat is to assume the position of the limitless 
bank of the Casino of Monte Carlo—without those 
odds in favor of the bank which secure the fortune 
of that humorously entitled Bathing Establishment 
and the revenue of a principality. On the con- 
trary, the odds, the percentage levied on the bank 
and stuck down the little slot in the table, which is 
divided between the promoters of the Casino, the 
municipality, and the French Government, were 
against him. The many tongues of rumor, for once, 
spoke unanimous truth. Suzanne, sitting in her 
high chair behind him, screened by a silken rope 
from the pressure of the four deep crowd around the 
table, saw enormous sums disappear before her eyes. 
It seemed so stupid; although, debonair, he treated 
his losses lightly as one who had squandered gaily a 
few francs on the imbecile La Boule in the outer hall. 

She had danced.. She had supped, with Valerie 


losses. 


succeed with him as much as with Suzanne. 
hundred gipsy warnings. 


and friends. Valerie had gone home saying that 


the milk and the lark and the worms would greet - 


her father on the doorstep of the hotel. But 
Suzanne had stayed behind. The eternal protec- 
tive instinct in woman drew her through the en- 
trance to the Salle de Baccarat, guarded by vague 
men in dinner jackets who have nothing on God’s 
earth to do but sit and watch—it must be a hideous, 
soul-destroying trade—and by liveried footmen 
who have nothing on God’s earth to do but open 
and shut interminably opening and shutting doors 
—and through the thronged rooms, airless, heavy 
with the odor of rank human breath, human bodies, 








Valerie debated within herself whether she should explain to 
Timothy the irony of her remark. But she was tired. 


violent perfumes, the smoke of cigarets and cigars 
which hovered in a blue haze above the mephitic, 
stupefying atmosphere in which the players, sitting 
and standing round the twenty tables, played for 
any stake from the humble white five-francs 
counter to the maximum of a thousand louis—two 
elastic-bound bundles of ten thousand francs— 
through the narrow spaces between crowded tables 
to the great table of baccarat where Moordius sat 
holding banque ouverte. A bald-headed, polite 
official welcomed her. A snap of finger and thumb 
brought a liveried footman with a chair. The pro- 
tecting silken rope was unhooked. She took her 
place behind Moordius. 

“What luck?” 

He turned round, pink and blue, all smiles. 

“Tf only these were the poor and needy, sufferers 
from the war, I should be the happiest man on 
earth.” 

The croupier snarled raucously. 

“ Faites vos jeux, messieurs. On peut faire.” 

N OORDIUS dealt from the shoe. One card to 

the right, one to the left, one to himself. One 
to the right, one to the left, one to himself. The 
holder of the hand on the right tableau threw down 
a nine. The holder on the left asked for a card. 
Moordius turned up his cards, a four and a six. He 
threw a card, a five, to the left tableau; drew one 
for himselfi—a king. Baccarat. The left showed 


She would 
He would not heed a 
What was the good? If he chose to be 
lured into the spider’s web and in the course of time be sucked 
to an empty shell, why should she interfere? 
dragon-fly, caught and kept alive in the toils, was impotent. 


She herself, poor 
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a point of two. The masses of mille notes and the 
piles of blue five-louis plaques in front of the croupier 
and the bundles that Moordius threw on the table 
disappeared like sparks up a chimney. 

The croupicr looked inquiringly. 

“* Monsieur?” 

It was for Moordius to say whether he would 
reconstitute the bank or not. 

Suzanne swiftly bent forward and spoke in 
French: 

“No. You’ve lost enough to-night, Moordius. 
It is idiotic. Stop. Do it for me.” 

He shook his head at the croupier who began his 
professional cry: “La Banque 
est aux enchéres. Qui veut La 
Banque?’ But no one dared 
follow the immensity of an 
open bank. Gamblers are 
peculiarly sensitive to anti- 
climax. The standing punt 
and onlookers drifted away. 
The table rose. Moordius 
vacated his chair, passed 
through the respectfully lifted 
rope barrier with Suzanne, 
his arm, in discreet protec- 
tion hovering round, but not 
touching her. 

“Ts there anything I would 
not do for you, Suzanne?” 

She half turned her proud 
head. 

“Give up this gambling 
altogether.” 

“Ah!” 


As usual, he smiled and 
waved his white hand. And 
as they made their way 


through the rooms: 

“Why so cruel as to rob 
me of this trivial amuse- 
ment?” 

“‘T can’t see where the fun 
of supporting the rich and the 
undeserving comes in.” 

“Let us discuss the mat- 
ter,” said he blandly, “in 
God’s sweet air.” 


HEY threaded their way 

through the congested cor- 
ridors off the dancing-rooms 
whence came the blare of 
tunes now threadbare on the 
longest circuit of the world 
from San Francisco to Tokio, 
another gust of vitiated air, 
and up the stairs to the en- 
trance. He obtained and 
fitted her wrap. 

“For goodness’ sake, let us 
walk,”’ she said. 

A chasseur took a message 
of dismissal to the car waiting 
in the long, decorous line. They struck across the 
square flooded in moonlight and turned up a by- 
street into the Avenue du Palais. 

“Now,” said he, “what saith Egeria?” 

“One may pay too much both in health and 
money for one’s trivial amusements.”’ 

“Money? Bah!’ He was contemptuous. 


“Health? I am as robust as I was twenty years 
ago. As soon as my head touches the pillow I fall 


asleep like a child of nine.” 

“There’s also such a thing as individuality— 
personality—whatever you like to call it—’’ She 
had thought much over what she had now found 
opportunity to say—“and devoting one’s life to an 
utterly stupid thing can’t be good for that. Fora 
man who can afford it to gamble now and then— 
it’s a distraction like any other—but to go at it day 
after day for months is a different matter. Gam- 
bling as you and these half dozen notorious maniacs 
do is a silly business. At first I thought it rather 
splendid. Now I don’t.” 

“You are frank,” said he. 

“T’m that or nothing—especially when I care for 
people.” 

“Do you then care for me so much, Suzanne?”’ he 
asked in his soft voice. 

It was late. The whisper carried in the still, 
deserted street. She ignored the sentiment, and 
answered directly. 

“T care enough for you to (Continued on page 86) 
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Heres a dish that ships you eastward 
To the climes where temple ate 
And the dreamy mists from rice fields 
Weave their strange, enchanting spells 


@MULLIGATAWIY 


OUP 


"1 ae JOstPH Gamppent COMPANY oft +7 


CAMDEN, W.J., U-S: 


Ingredients of 
| East India Chutney 


Fresh tamarind 

Raisins 

Currants 

Apples 

Orange peel crystalized 
Citron crystalized 


Fresh green ginger | 
eee, * The chicken soup of the Orient 


Bermuda onions 
Italian garlic 
Salt East India chutney! Ask the traveller who has tasted 


Sugar — the proudest dishes set forth on all the tables of the world 
Cider vinegar , : . , 
Sieh sed pompens and he will tell you that chutney is a condiment dear to his 
Aaeh wa laut tne appetite. Campbell’s Mulligatawny Soup with its true India 
years before using. chutney and curry will take you straight back to the delights 
of this famous soup just as it is made in its native clime. 

This soup is a great national dish in India, comparable 

in popularity to tomato soup or bean soup in America. 

Chicken and rice are the basis of Campbell’s Mulligatawny 

Soup, and with them are blended, as only our chefs know how, 

carrots, onions, East India chutney, citron, cocoanut, apples 

and other fresh fruits. Many of these ingredients are 

imported especially by Campbell’s. They are the finest 

products of India. A soup no home kitchen could produce! 


21 kinds 12 cents a can 
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hate your reputation being called in ques- 
tion.” 

“My reputation?” His tone was swift and 
sharp. 

‘If you want to have it—this is what I 
overheard people saying: ‘Moordius is 
décaré, broke, and is gambling away the 
millions of his bank.’ 

He took her arm outside the soft cloak. 

“My dear, people who grub louis can’t 
think in terms of mille notes,” he said, using 
the figure of speech which had so greatly revo- 
lutionized Timothy’s philosophy of life.“ All 
that you have said is by the way—save in 
one respect. My high play offends you, 
Suzanne, or rather it offends the eternal 
delicacies and uprightnesses and what-not 
which you inherit from your English ancestry. 
Isn't it so?” 

‘More or less,’’ she replied stoutly. “‘ Any- 
way, I hate this gambling now.” They 
walked a few steps in silence. Then she 
swung her head round. “I know I’ve no 
business to talk to you like this. But you 
asked for it,”’ she said defiantly. ‘You chal- 
lenged me. Wasthere anything you wouldn’t 
do for me? You were either talking polite 
rubbish, or you were serious. Which was 
it?’ : 

“T was serious, Suzanne.” 

“Very well, then. Stop gambling.” 

“Twill,” said Moordius. ‘“To-night I 
have played my last stake. Is her goddess- 
ship satisfied?” 

*“Oh!” she laughed, “I’m the incarnation 
of common sense. Besides, you must not take 
me too literally. You can play la boule.” 
Her sense of humor got the better of her and 
she laughed outright. ‘It would be lovely 
to see you, the Great Moordius, standing like 
the Peri outside the gates of Paradise and 
putting one-franc jelons on numbers. Then, 
indeed, there would be a run on Moordius et 
Compacnie. No. I don’t think you'll be 
even allowed Ja boule 


HEY reached the great gates of the Hotel 

du Palais, once the great gates of a real 
Imperial Palace, and went up the drive 
towards the mass of the building silvered in 
the moonlight. A faint warm wind stirred 
the feathery tamarisks so that they seemed to 
join in the whispering of fairy welcome. 

Said Moordius: ‘Any more behests, my 
dear? On such a night as this—et cetera, et 
cetera—”’ 

She took a full breath of the keen air. It 
was like a breath of life. Her young pulses 
reacted to the invigoration. 

‘It is lovely. It’s more than lovely. I 
want nothing more than to feel that I'm 
living. Isn't it — to be really alive?” 

“ Dryad!” said h 

The word ple oben her. But it also pleased 
her mood, rendered ever so little fantastic by 
the newly awakened sense of power over the 
man and by his ever graceful homage, to put 
in protest. 

“ Dryads were shy. They melted into their 
elemental trees when Pan and the rest of them 
were about. I'm too modern. I can’t melt: 
I wouldn't if I could.” 

‘I understand,” said he. You prefer to 
meet Pan face to face and look him straight 
between the eyes.” 

“Common sense again,” she laughed. 
‘Then one can say, ‘I don’t like the shape of 
your feet or the twist of your little horns. 
Besides, go and get shaved; hide your tail.’ 
What would the poor fellow have to say for 
himself after that? Oh, I could tell off Pan 
in a hundred ways.” 

He yielded astutely to her mood and car- 
ried on the gay talk. The night-porter ad- 
mitted them, took them up in the lift to their 
floor. They trod softly down the mysterious 
stillness of the dimly lighted corridor. At 
her bedroom door they halted. He kissed 
her hand. 

““My dear,”’ said he, ‘“‘may you never have 
a servant less devoted.” 


f{OORDIUS kept his promise. He cut 
his stay at Biarritz short by some ten 
days. The great car took them by easy stages 
to Paris a little after the middle of September, 
and they took up again the life in the Avenue 
Gabriel. But only for a short while as far 
as Suzanne was. concerned. Old Aunt 
Mathilde in Dreuil fell ill. Fat and com- 
fortable Aunt Germaine’s letter of despair 
could not be ignored. To the little town of 
the great cathedral over-shadowing so many 
timorous existences and baffling the rebel- 
lious instincts of Clemence Morcadet, she 
went post-haste. Aunt Mathilde, seized 
with pneumonia, lay in imminent danger of 
death. The gloomy house, haunted at all 
hours of the day by faded forms in black skirts 
or black cassocks, felt like a mausoleum al- 
ready prepared. The immense coif of the 
nun-nurse fluttering about the dark passages 
had the air of a white death-moth. 
“Why not get all the sunshine and air we 
can into the place?” asked Suzanne. 
“ Ma chérie,” said Aunt Germaine, in mild 


rebuke, “‘why not play merry tunes on the 
piano?” 

Poor Aunt Mathilde’s last illness was a 
dismal time. The period between death and 
funeral was more dismal still. Suzanne, 
having telegraphed to Paris for the mourning 
garments at which old Joe Grabbiter had 
taken such umbrage, fell unnoticed into the 
environment of woe. To the funeral came 
from all parts of France the ban and arriére 
ban of relations, most of whom she had never 
met before. T “y overwhelmed her with 
dreary politeness, half afraid, wholly envious 
of the semi-English daughter of Colonel 
Chastel, heiress of English millions. 


HERE was a Victor Chastel, her father’s 

cousin, ironmaster of Saint-Etienne, and 
his wife, delicate and aristocratic—he had 
taken her, dowerless, because it was a love 
match, out of a mildewed family mansion in 
the Faubourg Saint-Germain—and their son 
Gaspard, needy and cynical, ultra modern, 
who had gone through the war in the service 
of the hospitals, and wrote poetry for a 
heliotrope-covered review, denied the exist- 
ence of ante-Stravinsky music and proclaimed 
Marcel Proust as the only novelist of all time. 
In the eyes of Monsieur and Madame Chastel, 
Suzanne with her millions was the ideal bride 
for Gaspard. The second cousins were made 
for each other. Gaspard, alive to material 
things, paid immediate court to Suzanne, 
observing all the discretion due to a house of 
mourning. He was the only gleam of bright- 
ness for Suzanne that fell athwart the gloom 
of Dreuil. Aunt Germaine, in spite of her 
grief, felt herself bound for the sake of the 
family to urge Gaspard’s suit. Suzanne was 
definite, her eyes clear, her voice gently 
mocking. 

**My dear aunt, if you gave him to me as a 
pet in a cage, I'd have to hang him outside 
the window.” 

“Tu dis?” questioned Aunt Germaine, un- 
able to grasp the devastating criticism of the 
modern jeune fille bien elevée. 

Suzanne, mildly repeated her words. 

“Mon Dieu!” said Aunt Germaine. 

And so gently and tactfully are matters 
matrimonial managed in France, that the 
Victor Chastels faded gently away from 
Dreuil on the morrow, and only a far-distant 
cousin, Stephanie Gouraud, a plump and 
penniless war-widow, remained to take 
charge of Aunt Germaine in the little dark 
house. 

“Til bring gaiety into it,” she said to 
Suzanne. 

The pathetic valiancy of the little adipose 
womar’ brought tears to Suzanne's eyes. 

They went to the notary and learned the 
terms of Aunt Mathilde’s will. To Suzanne 
were beque: ithed a manuscript book of 
cookery recipes and a rpsary blessed by Pope 
Pius the Ninth. 


URING this visit of duty and affection, 

Suzanne missed a week of Timothy in 
Paris. This time Timothy of the higher 
standard was persuaded by a humorously 
bantering Moordius to accept the hospitali 
of a spare room in the apartment of the 
Avenue Gabriel. 

“Of course, my dear boy, if you want to 
lead what the Englishman’s idea is of the gay 
night life of Paris—I won’t press my invi- 
tation.” 

“(Good God!” cried Timothy, aghast. 
“Such a thing never entered my head.” 

‘It will enter the head of any woman of 
the world like my daughter Valerie.” 

Timothy again appe aled to the Deity. 
Had such horrible suspicions of his dissolute 
proclivities occurred to Valerie and Suzanne 
during his former visit? 

“Who knows what passes through the 
minds of women?” said Moordius. ‘Yet, 
broadly speaking, be clear and open and they'll 
think the best. A touch of mystery about 
you and they'll think the worst. Especialls 
a woman like Valerie. I should like you to 
know her better. Give her no occasion for 
prejudice, and you'll find her a remarkable 
personality.” 

So Timothy, shrinking from unutterable 
conjecture in the minds of pure women, reluc 
tantly yielded to Moordius’ arguments; and 
Moordius, professing to be an exceedingly busy 
man and only able to afford a certain number 
of hours to Timothy's instruction in bank 
affairs during the day, and to Timothy’s 
entertainment during the evening, Valerie, 
out of common courtesy, had to occupy her- 
self with their shy and awkward guest. At 
first they were separated by the original cloud 
of mutual prejudice; he being to her but the 
dull fool, her father’s dupe; she to him, with 
his unique knowledge of her parentage, an 
unsympathetic figure of unnatural drama. 

It was on the second evening after his 
arrival that they were thrown together alone 
for the first time. A telephone call had 
summoned Moordius from table towards the 
end of dinner; he had returned distressfully 

(Continued on page 88) 
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Packard's place in your own mind is 
the best possible proof that it deserves 
your high opinion. 


Packard calls to your mind a picture of 
something socially desirable—a picture 
of the finest possible processes of manu- 
facture, the most perfect possible 
performance. 


That is precisely the attitude of mind 
of those all about you—of almost every- 
one who: buys a Packard, anywhere. 


The prior claims of the car—its right 


to first consideration—its unarguable 


superiority —are accepted as facts. 


The Packard has always received and 
always justified this deep and abiding 
confidence. 

In the Single-Six it is verifying in a 
particularly brilliant and impressive man- 
ner, the universal conviction of its value. 


You are safe in trusting your own 
thoughts about Packard because those 
thoughts are the thoughts of a nation. 


Five-Passenger Touring, $2485; Seven-Passenger Touring, $2685; Runabout, $2485; Sport 
Model, $2650; Coupe, $3175; Five-Passenger Sedan, $3275; Seven-Passenger Sedan, $3525; 
Five-Passenger Sedan Limousine, $3325; Seven-Passenger Sedan Limousine, $3575; at Detroit 
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“NO TRUNK LIKE A WARDROBE—NO WARDROBE LIKE A HARTMANN” 


There is no substitute for organized experi- 
ence. Hartmann leadership was not attained in a 
day. Forty-six years devotion to an ideal, close 
observation of trunks in the hands of owners—a 
world-wide search for material that would har- 


monize strength, beauty and 


convenience are 


expressed in the Gibraltarized Hartmann Cushion 
Top Wardrobe Trunk. This spirit of progressive- 
ness is responsible for the exquisite niceties of 
interior appointments and conveniences that give 
rise to the expression, ‘‘No trunk like a wardrobe, 


no wardrobe like a Hartmann.’ 


And the same genius of understanding has 
inspired those exteriors, individualized by Hart- 
mann exclusive locks and metal reinforcements, 
which are as manifestly strong as they are im- 


pressively beautiful. 


Skilled craftsmen working through the medium 
of specialized methods are not only responsible 
for the perfection of the product but fora facility 


of manufacturing which 


makes possible the 


utmost in wardrobe trunk values. Hartmann 
Gibraltarized and Castle-Grande Wardrobes range 


in price from $35 to $250. 


HarTMANN Trunk Company, Racine, Wisconsin 


C. Caran 1923, by Hartmann Trunk Comfany 
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apologetic. The Cavaliere Belloro, the great 
Italian financier, had just arrived in Paris and 
craved an immediate interview on affairs of 
immeasurable importance. Would they ex- 
cuse him from attendance in the loge that 
awaited them at the theater? He commended 
their dear Timothy to Valerie’s graciousness 
and made the exit of the perfect host and the 
devoted father. 


O YOU really want to see this silly play?” 
asked Valerie, when they drifted into 
the drawing-room. 

“‘T shouldn’t know whether it was silly or 
not,” said Timothy, ‘‘because I shouldn't 
understand a word of it.”’ 

“Then honestly you’d rather not go?” 

‘I’m entirely in your hands,” said he. 

She pressed her question. Would he never 
be direct? She pressed it so far that his 
courteous soul was convinced of her sincerity. 
He laughed. 

To tell you the truth,” said he, “I’ve 
never made head or tail of a French play i in all 
my life, and I always go away angry with 
my self for being such a fool.” 

‘Thank goodness we ’re spared one par- 
ticular brand of boredom,” she said. ‘“‘What 
other shall we try?’ 

I’m quite contented to sit here,” said he. 
“Until you’re bored with my society?” 
‘““No. Until you’re bored with mine.” 

He was rather pleased with himself. It 
was a galant repartee. The sort of quick, 
suave thing that Moordius would have saic. 

‘A contest of mutual endurance, then?” 

‘A contest between your endurance and 
my enjoyment. 

She drew a cigaret from her case. 
you give me a light?” 

He sprang to his feet and fumbled in his 
pocket for a box of matches. And after she 
had lit her cigaret, lounging in the corner of 
her favorite couch beneath the shaded lamp, 
she said: 

“Tt’s only through flashes like that that I 
re valize what a wonderful man my father must 
ye 

He did not follow. She said with a laugh: 

‘Never mind, it was one of those foolish 
things onc oughtn’ t to have said.” 

““Oh, I see,”’ he remarked after a pause. 
“You mean I’m getting a little trick of 
talking like your father? Well, he’s tre- 
mendously stimulating, isn’t he? You see, 
Mrs. Doon, I’m owing him a complete change 
in my life, my point of view, my material 
prospects, my capacity for enjoying beautiful 
things. He’s a liberal education to me. You 
can’t think what an enormous admiration I 
have for him. I’ve never met anyone within 
a thousand miles of him.’ 

‘Neither have I,”’ said Valerie. 

“T’m so glad,” he declared. “‘So glad to 
hear you say that.’ 


“Will 


HE debated within herself whether she 

should explain the irony of her remark. 
But she was tired. She would succeed 
with him as much as with Suzanne. He would 
not heed a hundred gipsy warnings. What 
was the good? If he chose to be lured into 
the spider’s web and in the course of time be 
sucked to an empty shell, why should she 
interfere? She herself, poor dragon-fly caught 
and kept alive in the toils, was impotent. 

Still, the simple-minded loyalty of Timothy 
appealed to her pity; and as they sat and 
talked, she found herself endowed with an 
unsuspected gift. That of the sympathetic 
questioner and listener. For he talked of his 
dull and eventless history, from the time of 
his being dropped by the housemaid to the 
excitement of recent months. She became 
aware of a fragrance in this revelation of a 
sweet and simple soul which brought her a 
new sensation of peace and almost of comfort. 
Once, to Suzanne, she had called him a dry 
stick, and then, contemptuously altering her 
metaphor, a bit of wet wood. Of that judg- 
ment, as she listened to his artless talk, for 
he reacted to her encouragement, she now 
felt foolishly ashamed. The man was not 
wood, dry or wet, but a very human, impres- 
sionable being, with the primitive instincts of 
honor and fidelity rooted in the depths of his 
heart; a man afraid more of himself than of 
his fellow men; one who could not conceive 
base motives in others until they had been 
disclosed by base action and who then would 
conscientiously sweep the horizon for excuses 
in mitigation. 

It was amazing, this new-found gift of the 
encouraging question. She used it with the 
lavishness of a child. Timothy spoke of 
things he had never mentioned before to a 
living soul; half wondering how he found words 
to express the thoughts that had long lain 
musty and undeveloped in his mind. His 
marriage, which for years had been but a 
drab dream of long ago, now bloomed suddenly 
asa happening both vivid and sorrowful. He 
took all the blame, and, catching a gleam of 
skepticism in the woman’s eyes, grew queerly 
passionate about it. The dull, uncompre- 
hending drag on the woman with vision and 


ideals—he understood it all now. Well, it 
was past, over and done with. You couldn't 
recall the dead. One’s duty was to the living. 
There was Naomi in whom his life was cen- 
tered. 

“You must bring her over—and Phoebe 
too—to stay with me,” said Valerie. ‘I’ve 
never had anything to do with children in my 
life, but I’m sure I should love them—and 
I'd do my best to make them love me. 

“They would simply adore it,’ 
Timothy. 

‘I know my father would say I was 
neurotic and always out for new sensations, 
But don’ t believe him. You know I’m 
sincere. 

She had thrown off her languid manner and 
there was an appeal in her eyes which Timothy 
had never seen before. 

“Why, of course, my dear Mrs. Doon.” 

“Oh, call me Valerie. We're all tangled 
up so intimately together in this extraordinary 
will that formalities are absurd. And you've 
been talking Timothy to me all the evening 
and not Mr. Swayne. Suzanne calls you 
Timothy, so why shouldn’t I?” 

He made one of his shy gestures. “It’s 
all very delightful. Do you know,” he said, 
after a pause, ‘‘ever since Suzanne swooped 
down upon me I’ve been living in a sort of 
incredible fairy-tale. One extraordinary thing 
after another has happened tome. Yes, it is 
a tangle,”’ he smiled, ‘“‘a most happy tangle. 
Fancy my sitting here with you— 

A clock far away in the shaded room struck 
one silver note. 

““What’s that?” he asked. 

“Half past something.” 


cried 


E PULLED out his old silver watch, his 

father’s before him—it had never oc- 
curred to him that self-respecting men who 
thought even in hundreds nowadays did not 
carry silver watches—and rose hastily. 

“Good Lord! It’s one o’clock! I had no 
idea I had been boring you all these hours. 
Really, I’m ashamed—I’m—’ 

He stammered excuses which she laughed 
away. 

“It’s the only enjoyable evening I’ve had 
for years. 

He could not know how truly she spoke. 
Yet her tone was not one of idle graciousness. 
Once more Timothy was puzzled. These 
moments of mild bewilderment were always 
recurring in his fairy-tale. He could only 
find the conventional words: 

“It’s awfully good of you to say so.” 

And then he could have kicked himself. 
For he wanted to say a great dea! more. But 
what? He hadn’t the faintest idea. He 
relapsed into his ordinary shyness. 

“*T must let you go to bed.” 

“And I you. Don’t sit up for my father. 
His business affairs keep him up till three or 
four o'clock in the morning. “s 

‘ll just have one pipe, if I may smoke it 

said Timothy. 
‘‘Pipe?”’ she cried. “I never thought of it. 
Why haven’t you smoked half-a-dozen during 
the evening?” 

They moved together towards the door. 
She held out her hand bidding him good night. 

*There’s one thing you haven’t told me, 
she said ‘You haven’t told me whether 
you ve fallen in love with Suzanne or not. 

His face flushed brick-red. 

“Suzanne? She is my ward. 
dream of such a thing!’ 

Her little laugh was elfin as she 
wraith-like down the corridor. 

Timothy pulled out old brier-wood pipe 
and tobacco pouch from his dinner jacket 
pocket and stood with his back to the embers 
in the great fireplace. No. He had not 
told her.- He had told her everything about 
himself but that. One doesn’t tell a woman 
a very young woman—things about which one 
feels ashamedly guilty. The moth would be 
a silly ass to confess to another moth, no 
matter how sympathetic, his insane desire 
for the star. 


he re, 


I couldn't 


vanished 


HEN Suzanne returned to Paris, after 
her mourning sojourn at Dreuil, Timo- 
thy had already returned to London. 
I hope you gave the dear old thing a good 
time,”’ said Suzanne lightly to Valerie. 
Valerie frowned. ‘I don’t like to hear you 
talk of him in that airy way. You don't 
understand him. He’s much more than a 
dear old thing.” 


“But I thought—”’ began Suzanne aston- 


ished 
“So didI. But I was wrong.” 
“Oh!” said Suzanne. 
Now, there are a hundred ways of saying 
“Oh!’ 


Witk October came the great change in 

Timothy’s daily life. Instead of the 

congested narrowness of St. Mary Axe, he 

found himself in the spaciousness of Kingsway. 

Instead of threading his way through musty 

passages smelling of the Unwashed Ancient 
(Continued on page S89) 
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this eager search for harmony and 
finer values. The newest designs 
unite sheer beauty in lines, propor- 
tions and engaging color with no- 
table utility at remarkably low prices. 


For apartment chambers, country 
houses or modest cottages, there are 
Simmons beds to fit and enhance 
any color scheme and add spacious- 
ness to any room. Simmons mat- 
tresses and springs, too, in man 
types and widths, all of high char- 
acter, outstanding value and Juxu- 
rious comfort, built for sleep. 


Tue Simmons Company, Kenosha, Wis. 











Pale apricot curtains and bed covers give 
the dominant color note to this enchanting 
bed chamber. Materials may be soft taf- 
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the owner’ s budget. The wilton or chenslle 
rug is warm gray. Green tinted walls; 
floors stained dull walnut. Night tables 
pale green or primrose. Beds are by Sim- 
mons, the Lakewood design, in soft jade 
green and old gold with panels in pale 
primrose. Or beds may be warm blue and 
matt gold with panels in soft turquosse. 
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with the scythe, known as Time, he was 
fashed up to his office in a gilded lift by a gilt- 
buttoned girl attendant, of comely elegance. 
Instead of the dingy fly-blown room, he 
entered one Turkey-carpeted, restfully pa- 
pered, hung with calm mezzotints. Before a 
writing-table exquisitely equipped—onyx ink- 
stand with three kinds of ink, morocco leather 
blotting-pad, morocco stationery case, onyx 
trays for sealing-wax, dies, calendars, silver 
ash-trays, silver cigaret box, electric bell- 
pushes, telephone—a deeply upholstered 
drcular writing-chair suggested the luxury 
of toil. 

When he sat in it he felt rich and successful. 
He could lean far back, fold his fingertips 
together with his elbows on the arms, and 
think in appropriate millions. He loved the 
chair, so different from the old cane-bottomed 
thing in St. Mary Axe which made the seats 
of his trousers shiny long before their time 
and, occasionally, when there was a little 
broken bit of cane which he had neglected to 
pare down with his penknife, made a jagged 
and unseemly tear. 

Sitting in it, he could look at the warm 
southwestern sky; if he rose and stood by the 
carefully cleaned window, he could see the 
river and the bridge and the gray mass of 
Lambeth Palace and the warm red block of 
St. Thomas’s Hospital. He was high up, on 
friendly terms with air and sky and whatever 
sun vouchsafed to unveil itself over London; 
whereas formerly, on the ground floor, at 
the back of the offices of Combermere Sons and 
Combermere, he had been content to cancel 
such sweet things out of his life’s equation. 


N AN outer room sat three clerks and a 

white-haired,white-mustached multilinguist 
by the name of Soussouki, who, titular 
secretary, had hitherto been a kind of chargé 
d'affaires of the London Agency of Moordius 
and Company. But never had he sat in the 
innerroom. There, indeed, he had conducted 
such confidential interviews as were necessary, 
but it was the private sanctum of the Great 
Man himself, with the hali-mark of the Great 
Man’s unerring taste on every object and in 
every shade of color. Soussouki would no 


Great Man’s absence than would a dignified 
butler of installing himself in the best bed- 
chamber while the family were abroad. No 
question of jealousy, therefore, could arise 
when Mr. Moordius, his arm around Timo- 
thy’s shoulders, installed him in the soft arm- 
chair as London Agent. 

“Soussouki,”” he had said, “is in the inner 
confidence of the firm. Until you have found 
your feet—and, indeed, for ever afterwards—”’ 
with a flattering bow to the white-mustached 
— can place implicit trust in 

a? 





So Timothy sat in his delightful office, for a 
great part of his time at the feet of Gamaliel 
Soussouki (who stood deferentially), and 
learned the principles of international bank- 
ing. It seemed very simple. It was by no 
means laborious. He was never called upon 
to add up two and two together. Save to 
sign letters, he hardly took pen in hand. 
Daily cables from Paris in code, deciphered 
in the outer office, broadly outlined operations 
which, in their turn, were dependent on the 
phases of the London money market as- 
siduously telephoned from the city. Every 
interview was preceded by an informing chat 
with Soussouki, whose knowledge of person- 
alities struck Timothy as prodigious. 

Instead of slaving hard all day long, 
Timothy found time often hang heavy on his 
hands. He discovered that if he turned up 
in the morning between half past ten and 
eleven and left between half past four and 
five, his day’s work could be easily performed. 
He could also find time between those hours 
for lengthy luncheons in Strand restaurants, 
offered him by pleasant, prosperous men with 
whom the firm had business relations. Now 
and then, in the case of important clients, he 
did the entertaining—at the firm’s expense. 
At first he had been shy of making use of the 
privilege. Sensitive, he would have pre- 
ferred to invite a man to his club and pay out 
of his own pocket for their simple meal. But 
Moordius himself insisted. 

“Take them to the Savoy and fill them up 
with the best—give them champagne and 
old brandy and soothe them with five-shilling 
cigars. I know it’s vulgar; but when a man 
Wears a diamond ring on his little finger, you 





may be sure he likes it.” 

“But if, like you and me, he doesn’t?” 
asked Timothy. 

_Moordius smiled approvingly and tapped 
him on the coat-lapel. “Psychologist! Ah! I 
always knew you had le flair des hommes. In 


more have dreamed of occupying it during the’ 
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that case, an old Montrachet or a Chateau 
Leoville of good vintage is quite unostenta- 
tious but infinitely seductive.” 

“Do you mind if I write those names down?” 
said Timothy, whipping out pencil and an old 
envelop. 

“‘ Always remember, my dear fellow,”’ said 
Moordius, “that the reduction of your enemy 
to a mellow altruism is the first principle of 
business.” 

“But,” said Timothy, with a puckering of 
the brow, after he had given himself time for 
the assimilation of this wisdom, ‘“‘ what hap- 
pens if he only wants cold meat and Vichy 
water?” 

“Join him in his inhuman meal,”’ smiled 
Moordius, “and talk to him furiously about 
golf, or God, or Einstein, and hurry back and 
take counsel with Soussouki, and if necessary 
telephone me to come over by plane.” 

“I see,” said Timothy, sagely. 

“On the other hand,” continued Moordius, 
“the other people are out to do the mellowing 
trick on you. You must be on your guard.” 

Timothy protested. He was an abstemious 
man. Moordius’s plump hand was in itself 
explanatory. 

“My dear boy, it’s not a crude matter of 
intoxication. I could give you an hour's 
lecture on my _ incontrovertible theory. 
Primitive people invited their enemies to a 
banquet, made them drunk and then murdered 
them. Nothing simpler. But between that 
and the modern method of putting them into 
a state of hypnosis, either by the judicious 
use of food and drink, or by the charm of a 
décor, or the fascination of a woman, or the 
apparently unbounded hospitality of your 
own sheer human soul, there's an infinitude of 
degrees. I once made a hard-headed water- 
drinking Dane eat out of my hand by sitting 
down to the piano and singing to him, in his 
own language, the time-honored Danish 
lullaby by which his mother used to rock him 
to sleep—by the way, the most beautiful 
cradle song in the world, “Sov mit Barn jeg 
sidder ved din Vugge.’”’ He hummed a few 
bars. ‘But we're wandering from the 
original point. Entertain at your discretion. 
If we make even a paltry thousand pounds out 
of a deal, it is surely worth while making the 
sacrificial offering to the gods of the flesh of 
a lamb, or the juice of a grape. You're but the 
impersonal high priest. Did you ever hear of 
a high priest paying for burnt offerings out of 
his own pocket?” 

Behold, therefore, a new Timothy, bowed 
down to by obsequious mattres d’hotel, served 
with anxious precision by forewarned waiters, 
signing his bill with a lordly air, when he had 
not enough ready money in his pocket, scarcely 
knowing whether he detested or gloried in this 
vicarious hospitality. But the latter phase 
prevailed. For the first time in his drab and 
subordinated life he tasted the sweets of 
power. On his lips lay the words yes or no, in 
response to the subtle proposals of hosts or 
guests which involved questions of vast sums 
of money. 

He did not reflect, in his simplicity, that his 
instructions from Paris, his counsel from 
Soussouki (which amounted to instructions), 
had been definite and that his plodding intel- 
lect had woven those instructions into an un- 
alterable purpose. Subconsciously his mind 
worked with the unquestioning obedience of 
the born drudge. Consciously he flamed to 
himself as the conductor of great operations. 
The great Moordius was his “‘dear Peter.” 
Fortune at last smiled on him and he had a 
debauch of prize-fighting. 


EANWHILE, things domestic ran on 

oiled wheels. Angela Messiter, the rus- 
set-cheeked governess, firmly ruled the nur- 
sery. He knew not whether to feel glad or 
sorry to find the incomparable Suzanne so 
easily replaced; but he consoled himself with 
the reflection that after all she was the suc- 
cessor chosen by Suzanne herself and specially 
trained (in less than a week) in the mysteries 
of her craft. Thus there had been a continuity 
of Suzanne. 

Naomi and Phcebe accepted her with the 
cheerful philosophy of childhood. If the wash- 
ing of hands and ears and various other absurd 
maggots of the adult brain are insisted on, 
what matter the insister, so long as her 
methods of insistence are not too repulsive? 
Now, Dorothy—occasional vicegerent—was 
a terror. Her voice was hard, the palms of 
hands ever ready to scrub were harder. They 
conspired against Dorothy, as against the 
enemy, and rejoiced secretly at her indigna- 
tion; whereas Miss Messiter seemed to divine 
their plots before maturity and to render 
them humorously futile. 

(Continued on page go) 


Some people prefer a Scottie to a white-haired fox, 
some a collie to a Shepherd; but no matter what 
sort of dog you like Frank Dole of the Harper’s 
Bazar Dog Department will get you a fine 


specimen of that particular breed. 


Write him. 
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They continued to adore Timothy, who, 
during the nursery tea-hour, became more 
responsible for their entertainment, Angela 
Messiter keeping in the background with a 
peculiar demureness. For it happened that if 
they went off to play by themselves, Timothy 
and the governess were thrown together into 
the frigidity of an inane conversation. He 
therefore had to exert himself; and not hav- 


| ing acquired a fuller imaginative faculty than 
' that once depreciated by Naomi, he had re- 


course to the facts with which he was familiar. 

To retain the interest of Naomi and Phcebe 
and thus save himself from embarrassed talk 
with Miss Messiter, he recounted the exploits 
of Carpentier and Gunboat Smith and Jimmy 
Wilde and Bombadier Wells and exhibited 
pictures in the newspapers and snap-shots 
taken in sporting-circles. He waxed eloquent, 
Homeric, in the narration of great combats, so 
that the little girls were thrilled with the 
excitement of the tide of battle. He bought 
them a set of immense boxing-gloves, not so 
much in order to convert the nursery into 
a prize-ring, as to teach them, by practical 
demonstration, the technique of the game. 
So it came to pass that when a great fight 
occurred which shook the telegraph system of 
the world, the children shared in the universal 
excitement. They listened breathlessly to 
Timothy when he read them the account in 
the morning papers, and sat enraptured before 
a cinematograph representation at a picture 
palace. - 


NCIDENTALLY, however, they learned to 
box. Miss Messiter made mild protest. 

It was too rough for little girls. But Timothy 
laughed away her fears. It was good exercise. 
How could they hurt each other, with their 
puny strength buffered, as it were, by the 
soft-padded gloves? In the course of time 
the nursery was, after all, converted into a 
prize-ring. Timothy, ever methodical, rigged 
it up with ropes and chairs and towels and all 
the paraphernalia of the sport, and refereed, 
watch in hand, with extravagant solemnity. 
Which of the two combatants should repre- 
sent Carpentier was always decided by the 
spin of a coin. 

Once a little boy came to tea, and, seeing the 
gloves in a corner, fitted them on and vain- 
gloriously challenged the world. To Timothy’s 
delight, Naomi hammered him unmercifully, 
so that he cried and went home to his mother 
who thenceforward regarded Timothy as a 
monster of violent depravity. But Timothy 
sent the story of his small daughter’s prowess 
all the round of financial London and extolled 
it with great earnestness in the expert circle 
of the National Sporting Club. 

It was into this pugilistic atmosphere that 
Suzanne, with a score of trunks, descended in 
November. 

There had been much commotion before her 
arrival. The houses in Montpellier Square are 
small. Two children, a governess, and a single 
man take up an absurd number of rooms. Tim- 
othy, with his newly acquired faculty of think- 
ing in thousands, had wild dreams of renting 
a larger house. But these being days of lim- 
ited accommodation in London, house-agents 
received him with polite derision, when they 
learned that he was seeking a mansion of 
modester type than Buckingham Palace. 
They had scores of palaces to let, because their 
owners could not afford to live in them; and 
cheap, too, at the price; but the house of 
Timothy's desire was as unobtainable (at a 
reasonable rental) as a castle of dreams. 
Timothy compromised by turning himself out 
of his own room and occupying an empty and 
Spartanically furnished chamber on the top 
floor. Surveying his old room dismantled of 
his personal belongings, he turned disconso- 
lately to Angela Messiter, whom he had 
called into consultation. 

“Tt looks decidedly drab.” 

“It does,”’ she answered. 

“T had no idea that the removal of my own 
odds and ends would make such a difference.” 
His memory wandered to Suzanne’s apart- 
ments in the Avenue Gabriel through which 
Moordius had conducted him on a tour du 
propriétaire. He shivered. “It’s positively 
bleak.”’ 

Never till that moment had he realized the 
inadequacy, for this ward of fortune, of the 
brass-knobbed iron bedstead, the cheap 
walnut furniture. 

“She'll want much more cupboard room,” 
said Angela. who had heard of her predeces- 
sor’s fashionable existence. 

“T ought to have taken Rockhampton 
House.”’ said Timothy. “I had the offer of it 
for two thousand a year. Of course, it would 
have taken fifteen servants to run it.” 

He rumpled his hair in dire perplexity. 

“This will never do,”’ said he. 

“T’m afraid it won’t,” said Angela. 

“It reminds me of a horrible hotel bedroom 
in Bolton.” He looked at her in helpless 
masculine surrender. 

“What on earth can we do?” 

She glanced obliquely at him with a little 
smile. 

“Would you leave it to me?” 


“Oh, Lord, yes. If you only would.” He 
drew a breath of relief. ‘‘You see I never 
entered into the practical side of things until 
just lately, and now I’m struck all of a heap 
I know I’m awfully to blame. Why didn’t | 
think of it before?” 

“T’ve been thinking of it for quite a long 
time,” said Angela, demurely. ‘‘All you have 
to do, is to clear all these things out.” 

““What shall I do with them?” 

“Any auction people will take them away 
and sell them,”’ she said cheerfully. Timothy 
smiled in recognition of a master mind. ‘We 
can distemper the walls a nice shade of brown 
—I don’t think she’d like this rose and trellis 
wall-paper—besides, it’s a bit shabby, isn’t 
it? Splotches where the pictures have been.” 
(Timothy had removed various beloved 
sporting prints to his new abode.) “It will 
have to be repapered anyway and distemper- 
ing is quicker and cheaper. So I say a nice 
shade of brown. Russet. And green curtains 
An autumn effect. Faded copper beach against 
spruce. Of course a green carpet, and we can 
play with the browns and bits of vermilion 
like the maple, you know, in the cushions and 
chair covers."’ The color rose in her olive 
cheeks and unwonted animation came into 
her eyes. “‘You’ll see. It’ll be lovely. That 
little note of vermilion will whip it all up. 
If you like my idea, the thing’s done.” 

Timothy stood stupefied before this femi- 
nine intelligence. The thing wasn’t done at 
all. The main question in his man’s mind 
was the replacing of the horrid-looking bed 
with its stark white counterpane, and the rest 
of the furniture which reminded him of the 
hotel room in Bolton. He did not realize one 
of the fundamental sex-differences. Man 
starts with the essential and gropes his way 
upwards towards the non-essential; whereas 
woman wreathes herself round with the non- 
essentials and then, with a sudden swoop, 
dives to the essential like a hawk. 

Russet and spruce and maple, and the room 
was furnished. The little governess beamed 
certainty. Timothy titubated. 

“But she can’t sit or sleep on curtains or 
distempered walls. We shall have to get some 
furniture. That beastly toilet table! We 
must find one that’ll hold all Miss Chastel’s 
bottles and brushes and combs, and things. 
The thing she has in Paris is about five feet 
long with a mirror and electric lights all 
round it.” 

“*We can easily get some nice old brown oak 
stuff,” said Miss Messiter. ‘‘Of course most 
of it will be faked. It can’t be helped. We're 
in a hurry. But it doesn’t matter very much. 
It’s the only furniture that would fit in with 
the scheme, unless you have mahogany— 
Chippendale. Real Chippendale, of course, 
would cost thousands. Modern Chippendale 
would make the room look like a hotel bed- 
room at Monte Carlo, which would be as bad 
as Bolton. No. Good honest old brown oak 
is the only wear.”’ 

“I’m sure you know best,’ said Timothy. 

So Angela Messiter, given carte blanche, 
turned over the children to Dorothy and weat 
forth to have the time of her life. 

It was into a most companionable room that 
Timothy led Suzanne on the evening of her 
arrival. 

She cried out as she entered: ‘‘My dear 
Timothy, how perfectly delightful! And the 
beautiful chrysanthemums!” 

Timothy flushed with pleasure. Tawny 
and russet, the great flowers had caught his 
fancy when he had gone to a florist to order 
he knew not what—roses, or violets, or lilies. 
They were his sole contribution to the scheme, 
and Suzanne had picked them out. 

“I’m afraid it’s rather a change from 
Paris,” said he apologetically. 

“A blessed change. Here’s absolute rest. 
However did you come to think of it?” 

“T didn’t,” said Timothy. “It’s all Miss 
Messiter’s idea. But,” he added eagerly, 
“I did choose the chrysanthemums.”’ 


HEN the children, who had already given 
Suzanne riotous welcome in the hall, 
burst in. 

“Oh, Mademoiselle, do come to the nursery 
and see us have a boxing match. Then we can 
each have a second instead of dividing Miss 
Messiter between us.” 

She turned on Timothy in mock rebuke. 
“Have you brought your prize-fighting into 
the nursery?” 

Naomi answered for him. 

“Oh, yes. It’s lovely. The other day I 
made Archie Mayne’s nose bleed like any- 
thing.” 

“It’s high time I came home,”’ said Suzanne. 

The word fell like balm on Timothy’s soul. 
He brightened, in spite of a sudden asperity 
in her voice. 

“Of course if you object—”’ he began. 

“Have you ever seen a bull-fight?” 

The children jumped down from the greet 
quilted bed where they had perched them 
selves. 

“Have you? Oh, Mademoiselle, do tell us 
all about it.” 

(Continued on page 92) 











4 ZAR 


.OW 


ould.”” He 
see I never 
things until 
| of a heap 
hy didn’t } 


uite a long 
Il you have 
gg 


them away 
Timothy 
lind. ‘We 
le of brown 
e and trellis 
abby, isn’t 
ave been.” 
is beloved 
) “It wil 
distemper. 
say a nice 
en curtains 
ach against 
and we can 
f vermilion 
ishions and 
1 her olive 
came into 
vely. That 
» it all up, 
me. 
- this femi- 
r't done at 
nan’s mind 
ooking bed 
ind the rest 
him of the 
realize one 
ces. Man 
es his way 
ul; whereas 
h the non- 


len swoop, 


d the room 
sss beamed 


curtains or 
to get some 
able! We 
s Chastel’s 
ind _ things. 
ut five feet 

lights all 


brown oak 
ourse most 
ved. We're 
very much. 
fit in with 
ahogany— 
of course, 
hippendale 
hotel bed- 
1 be as bad 
brown oak 


1 Timothy. 
te blanche, 
ry and went 


> room that 
iing of her 


“My dear 
! And the 


>. Tawny 
caught his 
st to order 
ts, or lilies. 
he scheme, 


ange from 


solute rest. 
it?”’ 

’s all Miss 
d eagerly, 


>. 


eady given 
the hall, 


the nursery 
hen we can 
iding Miss 


ck rebuke. 
rhting into 


ther day I 
like any- 


id Suzanne. 
thy’s soul. 
n asperity 
egan. 
eo 

the greet- 
hed them- 


do tell us 





for FEBRUARY 1923 














LES POUDRES 


DE 




















91 











Ee a ee NE 


cme 


Se are ees 


Sommgnes 


9? 


E* AA A RN it : lA R i ae At 





= 


Mn 


‘Addl 


lt lM et St Pg ny 


z 
S 
= 
= 
— 
2 
< 
= 
2 
a 
= 
2 
= 
4 
= 
Ss 
3 
F 
J 
2 
# 
a 
3 
3 





Originality — 


is always the 


keynote of 


RAWAK HATS 


LONDON 





One West 
Thirty-Ninth Street 


NEW YORK CITY 


1 i A A i 





HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE LENGTHENED SHADOW 


Continued from page oo) 


I should think it would be most interest- 
ing,’”’ said Timothy. 

“It’s horrible,” said Suzanne. 

Wishing to cleanse herself from the stains 
of travel she cleared the room. Timothy, 
with a child hanging on each arm, stood on 
the landing. 

“Why doesn’t Mademoiselle like our box- 
ing?”’ asked Phoebe. 

“a don’t know, dear,” 
plexed. ‘“‘I’ll ask her.” 


said Timothy per- 


E did, when she came down fresh and 
serene to dinner. She was ali smiles, not- 
ing the dinner-jacket put on by Timothy with 
some hesitancy for the first time in his own 
house. In answer to his question, she laughed. 
“T’m sorry, but the idea of a little boy’s 
nose bleeding like anything put me in mind 
of a bull I saw killed. It was just an associa- 
tion of ideas. You know I hate cruelty. It 
struck me that if Naomi enjoyed making 
a boy’s nose bleed, her finer senses might be 
so hardened that she could look on unmoved 
at the horrors of the bull-ring.” 

“Tt never struck me in that light,” said 
Timothy. “If you disapprove I'll stop it at 
once. 

“ Besides,”’ she went on, “boxing isn’t good 
for young females. They’re built differently 
from males. Your little governess knows it, 
of course, but she has been too shy to tell you.” 

“T never- thought of that,’’ said Timothy. 

“Of course not,” said Suzanne, unfolding 
her dinner napkin. ‘What should you know 
about females?” 

He confessed his entire ignorance, late 
husband and present father, and purveyor to 
a house full of females though he was. Yet 
he uttered a mild protest. The closing down 
of the ring would cause black disappointment 
in the nursery. She laughed at his perplexed 
dismay. 

“If you insist on their bloodthirstiness, get 
them fencing kits. It’s a much finer exercise 
and will develop their figures. My father 
taught me and Ill teach them.” 

““You’re a wonder,” said Timothy. 

“T hope Miss Messiter won’t object.” 

“If she does,” said Timothy, ‘“ T’ll—” 

He waved his hand, satisfied with the 
rhetorical effect of an aposiopesis. But 
Suzanne laughed. 

““You'll—what?”’ 

“T’ll ask you to find me another governess,” 
said Timothy. 

She laughed again, in gay humor, nodded. 

“You’ve no idea, Timothy, how you’re 
improved. I feel I’m going to have six months 
real enjoyment.” 

His face clouded over. ‘‘ About that J don’t 
know. It has been worrying me. In Paris—”’ 

“I’ve put Paris behind me,” she said 
quickly. “‘I want to forget Paris. I want just 
this little house where I was so happy, with 
the children and books and you.” 

Timothy struck a finger on his shirt-front. 
““Me?”’ he asked. 

“Yes, you. You’re the most restful being I 
know. My dear friend,” she went on after a 
short pause, “‘you can’t imagine how I’ve 
been longing for this interval of peace.” 

Timothy glanced up at her, struck by the 
sincere note in her voice and met the clear 
earnestness of her eyes. 

“T thought you were ideally happy in 
France.” 

He was puzzled. What more could she 
want? She had led the life of a princess. He 
had seen her in her environment of homage. 
Her path of luxury was lined with adulation. 
Before her arrival he had dreamed impotently 
of the continuance in London of her regal 
career. Already his conscience had been 
pricked by the mortgage of his fees as execu- 
tor and trustee under old Joe Grabbiter’s 
will. Of course Moordius had told him, in his 
airy millionaire way, of the drafts on her 
eventual fortune which Suzanne had signed, 
and which he had honored, for clothes and 
pocket money. But only lately had he learned 
the amount. It was fantastic. The modern 
Eve seemed to clothe herself in fig leaves 
(lasting but a day) at about twenty pounds a 
leaf. : 

‘But my dear fellow,” he had said, aghast, 
“‘T haven’t all that ready money to advance.” 

“She can draw on Moordius and Company 
for what she likes,” Moordius had replied 
blandly. “‘A matter of business. With bills 
falling due two or three years hence, the dis- 
count must be heavy, especially in this world 
uncertainty of exchange. When she comes into 
her fortune, the cost of this accommodation 
will be relatively trivial.” 

“That alters the position considerably. I 
understood that you were individually re- 
sponsible.” 

“‘T should have made it clear from the be- 
ginning,”’ said Moordius. ‘ Moordius and 
Company, you see, can drive a pretty little 
coach and four through old Joe Grabbiter’s 
will. There’s nothing to prevent me, as head 
of the bank, from making her whatever ad- 
vances she needs, or you as London agent 
from doing the same—of course, with my 
nominal sanction. In his pleasant malice 
our dear old friend overreached himself. He 

| forgot Moordius and Company.” 


Timothy had no doubt of the trustee’s 
power of advance. He also felt the chess- 
player’s delight at seeing a blustering player 
lose a valuable piece. Moordius, who little 
suspected the crafty malignity of the man he 
called his friend, had swept his queen from the 
board. Timothy chuckled in righteous spirit 
of vengeance. 

This money business was a relief; but still 
there were the luxuries with which Moordius 
had surrounded her and for which, naturally, 
under the will, he was entitled to make no 
charge—the splendor of palace hotels, costly 
banquets, gorgeous motor-cars. He would not 
even run to a Ford. 

So he said to her: 

“T thought you were ideally happy in 
France.” 

She laughed again. 

“I’m going to be happier here. 
to say, if you'll let me.” 

“Td give—well, I'd give my life,”’ said 
Timothy hurriedly, “to make you happy. 
What can I do?” 

“‘Tt’s not a question of doing, but of being. 
Just be yourself—and for goodness’ sake 
don’t think of entertaining me. You love 
quiet and I want it. I want to be alone a good 
deal. If I hadn’t this haven of rest to come to, 
I should have yearned for a little solitary hut 
on the top of a mountain.” 

“Good Lord, why?” 
Timothy. 

She bent down her shapely head and looked 
at him sideways. 

“Shall I make you a little confession? Be- 
fore I went to Paris, I thought there was only 
one Suzanne Chastel in this body of mine. I 
was rather pleased with her. I thought I 
knew her inside out. Before I left Paris she 
had split up into half-a-dozen Suzanne 
Chastels and I don’t know which is the 
best one. And I’ve got to find out. And 
the only place to find out a thing of that 
sort is the top of a mountain, or Montpellier 
Square.” 

““My dear Suzanne,” cried Timothy. “I 
don’t quite understand; but if you really want 
quiet, you’ve got the drawing-room and 
dining-room absolutely to yourself. I'll dine 
at the club or have a tray in my library. 
That’s a brilliant idea,’’ he went on eagerly. 
“Tt won’t matter to me a bit. In fact, I shall 
be awfully hurt and distressed if you don’t 
fall in with it.” 

Her eyes softened and a little smile played 
round her lips. It was then that he became 
aware of an indefinable change in her from 
the young Diana who had descended from 
heaven and, serenely informing him that she 
had told her uncle to go to the devil, had pro- 
claimed herself the ideal governess for Naomi. 
He had a confused notion that one of the six 
new and baffling Suzannes was looking out of 
her gray eyes and had repressed the usual mock- 
ery of her disdainful mouth. For the smile 
was not mocking; rather, it was pitiful; the 
smile which is often the outward and visible 
sign of inward invisible tears. 

She shook her head, and spoke softly: ‘It’s 
dear of you to be so silly. But please don’t. 
If you really want to please me, do you know 
what you can do?” 

Timothy hadn’t the faintest idea. 

““You can give Miss Messiter six months’ 
holiday—on board wages, so that the poor 
dear won’t be out of pocket—I’ll arrange that 
with her—and let me look after the children 
as I used to do. Of course,’’ she laughed, 
“there’s no question of salary.” 


That's 


asked the literal 


T was some moments before Timothy could 

recover breath to reply to this amazing 
proposition. 

“But I thought you wanted peace and 
quiet.” 

“T’ll find them,” she said, 
other comforts.” 

“‘But it’s ridiculous,” he protested. 

“My dear Timothy,” she retorted, “if 
you can tell me one thing in life that can't 
be proved to be ridiculous, I'll go into 2 
convent and become a nun.” 

Timothy yielded, but on conditions. Miss 
Messiter should be always on tap. She should 
be liable to be recalled, as it were, at a mo- 
ment’s notice. 

“Why?” asked Suzanne. “Do you think 
I’m too weak to carry out my contract?” 

Timothy crumbled his bread. ‘Not you. 
It’s I. Perhaps I mayn’t be able to carry out 
mine.” 

Elbow on the table, she looked squarely 
across at him. 

“Now, what on earth do you mean by 
that?” 

For once in his life Timothy was conscious- 
ly disingenuous. “‘I might marry, you see. 

“Whom? Valerie?” 

He stared at her. “Good God, no!” 

“Then who is the lucky woman?” 

“There isn’t any yet,’ ” said Timothy, “‘but 
six months is a long time.’ 

“T’ll chance it,’”’ she laughed. 

“But why, when the conditions are 50 
simple?” 

‘Have it your own way,” 
““What does it matter? 
(To be continued in the March issue) 
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A stately doorway accentuated by a graceful iron grille 
dignifies Mrs. Frederick R. Child’s New York residence. 


DOORWAYS IN NEW YORK 


ERMIONE’S twin sister was talking 
H about doorways the other afternoon at 

the Colony Club, which, by the way, 
has a fascinating doorway of the best and 
earliest New York type. 

“Ves,” cooed the deadly earnest young 
thing, ‘“‘there are doorways and doorways all 
up and down the Avenue, and some day soon 
I shall take them up in a serious way, for the 
doorway, my dear, is symbolic of the people 
who live within.” 

A somewhat sweeping statement this, even 
for a close relation of the inimitable Hermione. 
There are so many doorways that one would 
hate to have for a symbol. There are houses 
in New England and Pennsylvania, of course 
whose entrance doors bespeak the quality of 
those who built them, but more particularly 
they are tokens of the architectural period the 
house represents. 

The doorways of New York, like its streets, 


are indicative of no special period or country 
They are simply various and many of them 
give us no inkling of the character of the inte 
riors they Jead to. Many a purely Georgian 
front, you know, is but camouflage, and was 
it not O. Henry who immortalized the 
“Queen Anne front and the Mary Ann back? 

There are doorways, however, not only up 
and down the Avenue but along the side 
treets, that are characteristic of our modern 
life, doorways that demand the expert services 
of at least one butler and from two to four 
footmen. Such entrances would lose caste if 
the door should be swung open by the most 
gorgeously costumed female. Of such is the 
formal doorway built up with massive iron 
grille work and ornamented with stone or 
marble figures and flowers. 

Knowing something of the way Hermione’s 
mind works, it should be pleasantly exciting 
to study our doorways with her twin sister. 


A new collection of styles 
created by Paris and our | 
own designers’ for the | 
Riviera and the South 
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The doorway of Mrs. Walter Lewisohn’s town residence. 
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A New O-G Spring Style 
with fashionable Slash Effect 


An exclusive O-G atternoon slipper 
. . . a Slim, stream-line model, hand- 
made throughout. Presented in patent 
leather or black satin; also black suede 
with patent leather trimming. 


$1 650 


When in Chicago—visit the O-G Costume 
Bootery at 23 and 25 Madison Street, East 


\ O'CONNOR & GOLDBERG 


Famed for fashionable footwear since 1903 ) 








Eight O-G Stores for 
Men and Women in Chicago 
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THe Famous Paris Flower 


AT THE MADELON ~IN SPRINGC—. 











First in Quality — Lowest in Price 
O argument, as to quality, is needed to the thousands 
of Harper’s Bazar readers, who have worn Allen’s 
French Hair Nets. Their exquisite fineness, combined 
with strength—their invisibility except for the glint— 
has made Allen the synonym for 
Premier Quality in Hair Nets 
To these wonderful points of merit, is added the news of 
Lowered Prices on Allen’s Hair Nets which fact makes 
these values internationally — everyway the best 


Allen’s import special straight shape and slippon cap shape: 
75¢ a dozen; 3 dozen Double Mesh Hair Nets $1.00 a dozen. 
White and Grey Hair Nets $1.50 a dozen 
OBTAINABLE ONLY AT 


LLEN Inc. 





Rue Bleue 3 1218 “Chestnut St., Phila, Pa. 
Also importers of fine Lisle Hosiery and D. M. C. Threads. 
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SPRING comes straight from 


’ the famous flower markets of the 
“MADELON” to ‘THE New York 
ENTRANCE TO Paris’ —it brings by 
every steamer the veason’s smartest 
shades — the newest silhouettes—many ex- 
guisite fabrics and that inimitable touch 
of French fingers on 


TAILLEURS — Wraps — Gowns— 
Sports CostuMEs — Hats— Furs 


AN TN 7 

P \YPFLIFTH AVENUE™ / 4 

Lauss 56 th Street ~ 57th Street London 
New Yorh 


PHILADELPHIA CINCINNATI WASHINGTON 
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Invisible Corseting, obtained 
only oy the Wrap-around 
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: Warner’s Wrap-around is the only 
iis real corset which has no lacing and 

| i> which is invisible. 

: i . 

C Even the stout woman finds in her 

: IC Wrap-around the assurance of per- 
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control—without corset 
consciousness. 


fect figure 
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rubber 
in fact it holds the figure as 
well as a back-lace or front-lace cor- 


set, 


It will not stretch like a 
girdle; 
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but it is more modern and more 
convenient. 
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A real corset—easy to put on, easy 


to wear. 
In models 


for full, average and 


slender figures, all prices. 
Style illustrated, $4.00 & 


A Warner tong bandeau de- 
signed to wear with the 
Wrap-around. 

Prices one to five dollars. 
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The Warner Brothers Co., New York, Chicago, San Francisco 
Also made in Canada by The Warner Brothers Co., Montreal 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


MLLE. CHANEL’S OPINIONS 
ON GOOD TASTE 


(Concluded from page 30) 


true the gown does cover the greater part of 
the body, and we have to bow down to its im- 
portance. Here again I find that most women 
imagine extravagance to be synonymous with 
taste and that to be well dressed it is neces- 
sary to possess many gowns, and of the richest 
kind. Now, to my mind, this is radically 
wrong. A woman with few gowns and a small 
allowance for her clothes can be, and often is, 
much better dressed than some of her richer 
friends. It is not necessary to have sables and 
chinchillas and many strings of pearls to be 
really elegant, not more than to have a Rolls- 
Royce at one’s door. Discrimination, taste, 
restraint, knowledge of her type, of what 
enhances her beauty, or camouflages her de- 
fects, those are essentials of real elegance. 
“The science of what is suitable is the first 
step towards this achievement. Elegance, in 
fact, is arbitrary. As in all things, tact is a 
supreme factor, besides much time at one’s 
disposal and plenty of leisure. It may all 
sound very simple, but, believe me, dear 
Baron de Meyer, it is very near wisdom.” 


Many Gowns ARE Not NEc- 
ESSARY 


*““T ALWAYS advise my friends not to buy 

many dresses at one time; to be very 
careful in selecting the kind of gown suitable 
to the kind of life they lead, for always to be 
wearing the right clothes at the right moment 
is about as difficult as to put the proverbial 
‘right man in the right place.’ One should 
advise a woman always to select a model be- 
cause it suits her, rather than because it looks 
well on some lovely slim mannequin. 

“This is not an easy task, believe me! But 
as all the great dressmaking establishments 
carry models suitable to varied types and 
figures, also for all ages, why not choose those 
best suited to one’s type? Yet, how seldom 
women do! 

“* As you know, I never advocated the much 
overdone and by now quite antiquated idea of 
dressing women in picture gowns, robes de 
style, in order to set off what they may con- 
sider their types of beauty. Alas, women have 
very strange ideas as to what they actually 
look like! I never encourage anything that 
strays far away from fashion. I deplore so- 
called artistic arrangements, and I am firmly 
convinced that most women, given average 
looks, can adapt fashion to suit themselves: as 
to the others, why trouble about them?” 


THe GREATEST OF THESE Is 
SIMPLICITY 


“AND what about simplicity?” I inquired. 
“Isn’t that one of your great hobbies?” 

“My greatest,” she fervently exclaimed. 
“T was coming toit. But it is easier for me to 
put my conception of simplicity into a gown 
than into mere words. 

“To my mind, simplicity is the keynote ot 
all true elegance. But here we meet the real 
difficulty, namely, the comprehension of the 
word simplicity. A simple way of dressing 
must never, no, never, mean cheapness nor 
ever look poor, for in that case it becomes 
simply dowdy. The uninitiated alone may 


FAB 


be allowed to mistake it for what it is not. 
A really well-dressed woman in her afternoon 
clothes should be able to pass through 
a motley crowd unnoticed, but should create 
a mild sensation on entering a drawing-room 
among the knowing élite. This, I know, is 
a very subtle difference; yet it does exist and 
I could name quite a number of women who 
answer to this standard of elegance. 

““My idea of ‘simplicity in elegance’ is 
made up of luxurious details, of very elaborate 
embroidery, perfect finish in design and cut, 
yet nothing must be obvious and nothing must 
be lacking. Few people, so far, appreciate 
the real beauty which is to be found in such 
costly simplicity. It has been difficult, for 
instance, to make women grasp that a hat can 
be far smarter and more distinguished looking 
devoid of any trimming, than when smothered 
with birds of paradise. Yet, I am glad to 
think it has been achieved to some extent, in 
Paris, at least. I know women who are 
considered elegant by the masses, and who, 
in my opinion, are not so at all, just because 
they fail in this great art of dressing simply 
and with restraint, and of taking the neces- 
sary care in the way of important details. 
: ‘One woman, for instance, whom I have in 
mind at this moment, is considered one 
of the most elegant women in Paris because 
she wears the richest brocades and the costliest 
furs. To the crowd she seems magnificent, 
but those who know better cannot agree, for 
they notice hose of an inferior quality, shoes 
not carefully fitted, and gloves apparently 
clean but with a faint odor of benzine still 
clinging to them. However costly her pearls 
and gorgeous her brocades, this woman will 
never produce an impression of refined ele- 
gance on those who know, as long as she neg- 
lects such an important factor in her toilette 
as a good ensemble produced by detail. 

“We should, therefore, realize that even 
given very substantial monetary means, true 
elegance is a goal not everyone is privileged 
to reach.’ 


SUITING ONE’sS TYPE 


O SINGLE out the right thing is only the 

beginning. The assurance that this very 
thing is adapted to one’s type is the next 
step. This is well-nigh a gift, which very few 
women possess. It is the reason why so many 
have fine clothes, and only a small élite is 
really elegant. 

“Then comes the finish, the perfection of 
much thought-out detail. This, in itself, is 
a small art, for it requires a careful study of 
oneself and much time spent on enhancing nat- 
ural beauty and on correcting natural defects. 

“Well! How does this sound to you, 
Baron de Meyer?” 

Mademoiselle Chanel had quite warmed up 
to the subject and had talked—almost with- 
out any interruption on my part. It seems 
to me, therefore, unfair to have it appear as if 
all she had told me had taken root in my own 
brain. Why not simply give her all the credit 
and let the appreciation on elegance be hers? 
I’ve been asked for an opinion on what con- 
stitutes elegance and what is good dressing. 
Well—here it is! 


RICS 


(Concluded from page 71) 


Another fabric called “Faille Fantome”’ is 
a heavy silk faille with a little raised crinkled 
stripe running through it. It is very firm and 
closely woven and particularly suitable for 
sports frocks or suits. The crinkled stripe is 
woven in contrasting color. 

The collection of this house includes some 
very soft, beautifully woven matelassé 
fabrics nearly all in dark blue or black or tan. 
One, with a design of concentric circles slightly 
raised above the surface of the fabric, is shown 
in the lady’s comb at the upper left on page 70. 

Some of these crépes are brocaded with a 
Jacquard design to give the effect of a Chinese 
brocade or a Japanese obi cloth. 

In this collection, too, are a series of printed 
crépes in vivid color and a crépe de Chine that 
has an open- -work design running throughit. 
High citron color and tans and brown and 
rust, a peculiar ashes of roses pink, beige, and 
almond green, are featured by this house. 


MIGEL 
HIS is one house that does not feature 


patterned fabrics. Most of the fabrics 
shown in this collection are very vague 





in design and depend upon their excellence of 
weave and richness of texture for effect. When 
there is a pattern it is woven in the material 
and not printed. 

A heavy sports crépe, very much crinkled 
and called “Ripple O,” is woven with a 
matelass¢-like stripe. These fabrics are de- 
signed for sports costumes almost exclu- 
sively. This crépe has a wool warp, which 
makes it very firm and excellent for sports 
clothes. 

Another fine, beautifully made Migel fabric 
is a heavy flat crépe known as “ Moon Glo,’ 
brocaded with an interesting pattern that is 
decidedly Chinese. This is suitable for after- 
noon, and, in the high colors, for evening 
costumes. 

“Follow Thru,” another sports silk, is very 
heavy and is threaded through with little 
knots of heavier silk. “Velva Crépe”’ is 
designed for summer evening wraps. It looks 
like a heavy chenille cloth but is extremely 
light, since there is a fine crépe backing upon 
which are very silky chenille stripes close 
enough together to give the effect of an entire 
chenille fabric In pale evening colors it is 
particularly successful. 





George Agnew Chamberlain and Frederic 
and Fanny Hatton will also contribute 


stories to the 


March Harper’s Bazar. 
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©] HE return of Spring is heralded by the appearance of new silken frocks; 

{ one sees them everywhere in town and country —and refreshingly 
lovely they are, whether silhouetted against soft greenery at the Southern 
resorts, or playing their parts in the colourful pageantry of the Avenue. 





Silk is again the season’s favourite fabric, and the natural preference 
is Cheney Silk, since the smartness of so many frocks depends upon 
exquisite texture, original design and distinctive colour harmony.. .. . 
The latest creations of the Cheney looms, including that superb 
weave—Frostkrépe—may be found in department stores everywhere. 


Cheney Dress Silks, Velvets, Ribbons, Decorative and Upholstery Silks, Men’s Silk Suitings, 
Cravats and Men’s Hosiery are obtainable at stores with a reputation for fine merchandise. 





CHENEY BROTHERS, FOURTH AVENUE AT EIGHTEENTH STREET, NEW YORK 
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° Do you realize how perfectly the pipe organ has been 
Anyone who loves WLUSIC adapted to the need and use of the home? If you think 
of it as a monumental instrument, for churches and 
concert halls, you have never heard it in its lighter 
moments. It is as successful furnishing music for a dance 
as rendering those tremendous fugues of Bach. 

The Estey Organ is built by the oldest and best known 
firm of organ builders, one with a long tradition. It is 
adapted to the home. So perfectly, so cleverly has this 
been done that even in a small house the Estey Organ 
seems to fit and furnish just the right amount of music 
as easily as a violin or a piano. 


THE ESTEY RESIDENCE PIPE ORGAN 
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(Continued from page 30) 


And I went away as soon as I could. I didn't 
think I should ever see you again of my own 
accord. But I took your address. Even then 
I had some faint pushing instinct, I suppose. 
But now—here I am. Do please give me a 
cigaret, if you have one.”’ 


* Please forgive me! 


E HELD out a box. She took a cigaret 
quickly, lit it and went on: 

“Mr. Strickland, you heard that I was 
probably relieved when my husband suddenly 
died. This is the truth: it broke my heart.” 

Strickland looked away from her. In a 
moment he heard her say again, 

“Tt broke my heart. You have heard that 
we didn’t get on well together. That’s true. 
We often quarreled. It was my fault. I 
loved him so much that I didn’t care really 
at all for any one else. My love for him was 
so great that perhaps it exhausted my power 
of loving. I don’t know. Anyhow, every one 
else was really indifferent to me. And yet we 
didn’t get on. But no man can ever have 
been loved by a woman more than my hus- 
band was by me.” 

She paused, and as the pause was prolonged, 
Strickland said, 

“We cannot help our natures.” 

“Yes. we can!’’ she said almost sharply. 
“We ought to. If we don’t we may quite 
easily bring hell here on earth. Were you 
thinking of your own nature?” 

“Perhaps I was.” 

“Has it ever occurred to you how all 
through our lives we are perpetually being 
taken unawares?” 

“Sometimes I have thought of that.”’ 

“We are seldom or never prepared for the 
big things which happen to us. They come 
upon us as suddenly as bullets fired by ene- 
mies in ambush. And, too often, we aren't 
ready.” 





T SEEMED tto Strickland that another 

woman was emerging in his companion, 
was coming out of the reserved, almost 
austere woman who, so few minutes ago, had 
entered his drawing-room. And she was 
strangely unreserved. There was something 
of the seer in her manner. She spoke evi- 
dently out of the depths of a heart-knowledge 
which rendered her passionately sure of her 
self. Beside this woman Strickland began to 
feel very ignorant 

“Mr. Strickland, is there an afterwards for 
us, do you think?” 

“T hope there is.” 

“There must be!”’ she said, fiercely almost. 
“Otherwise we cannot ask for pardon, we 
cannot explain, we cannot There must 
be! There is! I will believe it! If science 
could even dispreve it by proving that all a 
man is and has dies with the body, ceases to 
function when the last breath is drawn, I 
would not cease to believe. I long so much 
for the hereafter that there must be the 
possibility of it. Such longings have their 
goal, or else God is the most absolutely 
merciless power in all creation.”’ 

She laid down carefully the end of her 
cigaret, cast a swift glance at Strickland, and 
said in a quieter voice, 

“Now I am going to tell vou!” 

And again he was conscious of almost 
tigid effort, of the almost hard exercise 
of will. 

“T’m half American, half French; Southern 
American, Southern French. From Nice, my 
French ancestors were. I was brought up 
chiefly in France. I was born—at least 
suppose so, as it manifested itself when I was 
a mere child—I was born with a terrific tem- 
per and a highly impulsive, nervous tempera- 
ment. On some days I felt buoyant, joyous, 
full of hope, kindness, good nature; on others 
I was miserable, full of blackness, angry sus- 
picious thoughts and imaginings, impulses to 
unkindness, intense irritability. On such 
days I was caged in darkness and nothing 
seemed right to me. I felt injured without 
feason, or even abandoned. I couldn't be- 
lieve in the love of any one for me, and yet 
morbidly I desired love. But J felt unworthy 
of it, uncertain of myself, shrinkingly useless 
and incapable, and yet arbitrary and full of 
vehement yearnings. 

“These violent and sometimes opposing 
feelings bred in me an impulse to be morally 
cruel—and always to those I loved. When I 
was in these moods I tried to hurt those I 
loved, and in hurting them I wounded myself. 
I thrust daggers into my own heart. For I 
thought I had made myself hated by them 
and that they could never tolerate me again. 
And yet somehow I was forgiven! I have 
often asked myself why. I think it must 
have been because, in spite of all, I knew how 


to love. I had a passionately warm heart, 
and was really loyal under all my almost 
infernal tempers and moods. 

‘Sometimes, Mr. Strickland, I am inclined 
to believe that there are possessions of the 
devil, even in these modern days, and that I 
was often possessed of the devil. 

“Of course, I was punished sometimes for 
my tempers, but on the whole my parents 
spoiled me. I was often horrible to my father 
and mother, but I adored them both. They 
are dead now, but they died with me beside 
them, able to ask forgiveness of them for all 


the pain I must have caused them. They 
knew—before they died.” 
LL THE  self-consciousness of which 


Strickland had been aware when Mrs. 
Armitage came into his room had vanished 
from her now; all reserve seemed to have died 
out of her. They sat by the fire, in the 
delicate light shed by the wax candles, like 
two intimates, and Strickland no longer had 
any acute sense of strangeness in listening to 
this revelation of moral defects by a stranger. 
He knew that she had a very definite purpose 
driving her on, and that presently he would 
know what that purpose was. Meanwhile, 
he was content to listen absorbed, undesirous 
of making the least interruption. But now 
she paused and looked up at him, almost 
expectantly, almost as if she were waiting 
for some comment, or some question from 
him. 

““You—you—” he began, and _ hesitated. 
She was still silent and still kept her eyes fixed 
on him, with a curious half expectant and— 
he thought—half-inward look. 

“T understand those moods of yours,” he 
said at last. “I have known something of 
the same kind myself. One day everything 
seems right; another day everything seems 
black and infernal.” 

“Yes. But do you understand my horrible 
propensity for being cruel only to those I 
loved?” she asked, in an earnest low voice. 
“For picking them out as my victims? It 
is that, just that, which has ruined my life. 
Can you understand it?” 

He thought of certain episodes in his life 
with Jeanne. 

“Ves,” he said, reddening slowly. “I 
believe there are many people who are only 
really unkind to those whom they love.” 

“Isn't that from the devil?” she said. 

“T don’t know. I don’t think I believe in 
a personal devil.” 

“Why is it then?” 

“In some way—somehow, it doesn’t seem 
worth while to be cruel to those who are 
nothing to us. It is those who are very close 
to us, whom we have wrapped up in our lives, 
who give out music when we touch the keys. 
And so I suppose we are moved to touch 
them.” 

“But why should we, why do we deliber- 
ately strike horrible discords? Why won't we 
be contented with the beautiful harmonies 
of life?” 


‘Yes, 


GAIN Strickland thought of his life with 
Jeanne. 

“*T don’t know,” he said. 
as if we were driven.” 

‘That is our fault. We should not let our- 
selves be driven. Look at me, Mr. Strick- 
land. Now I have absolutely complete con- 
trol over my behavior to other people; not 
always over my own emotions, the emotions 
that are entirely mine, that I don’t share with 
others, but over my actions in connection with 
others. People are safe with me now. I 
had a lesson which in one moment changed 
me—broke me. Do you understand—broke 
me?” 

“What lesson?”’ 

“Tt was this. Ilovedaman. Iam thirty 
two now, though of course I look much older. 
Then I was twenty-three. Although I be 
lieve my temper must have been notorious 
among my friends, although I was considered 
an alarming type of girl, several men had 
seemed to be attracted by me before this time. 
I had not cared for them—and with me it has 
generally been all or nothing. It isn’t love 
or hate, but love or tremendous indifference, 
a dryness of the desert in my heart. Now, I 
met the man to whom afterwards I was mar- 
ried, and I loved him. Mr. Strickland, at 
first he didn’t care for me. I was the first to 
love. It often is the woman, often she draws 
the man to her by that, by loving him des- 
perately and wanting him desperately, and 
saying nothing about it, and acting, and pre 
tending. But it oozes through all the acting 
and the pretending, and it drops on the man 

drops—drops—and mysteriously, occultly 

(Continued on page 98) 


“Tt often seems 


There wall be more sketches of women prominent in 
New York society in next month’s Harper's Bazar. 


These sketches are actually made 


at Sherry’s or 


Pierre’s, or whatever smart restaurant may be selected. 





The New Panel Back 
Treotex Treo Girdle 


The new Treotex Treo Gir- 
dle Models are designed for 
the heavier figure, which 
seeks the comfort so long 
enjoyed in the Treo Girdle 
by women of slender and 
medium figure. Note the Pan- 
el Back in illustration above 
—it flattens the figure at the 
back into the new silhouette. 
Ask for ““Treotex"’ Treo 
Girdles if yours is above-the- 
average figure! 





HE TREO Elastic Girdle, which made possible present~- 
day modes, has found new and even more exquisite expres- 
sion in its latest models of ‘‘Treotex.”” This newly-invented 
surgical elastic web, upon which its creators worked for 
years, enables all women, of whatever type of figure, to 
enjoy the figure-freedom and dress distinction that only 
the Treo Elastic Girdle imparts. 
Women of fashion, corsetieres, designers accept the Treo Girdle as 
completely meeting every corset requirement. 
The ‘“‘Anchor Band” (the waist line band) which holds the girdle to 
the figure and prevents it from slipping; the ‘Feature Strip” (the 
strip above the waist Jine), which supports the back and restrains the 
diaphragm, and the new ‘Panel Back,’’ which flattens the back into 
the new silhouette, are features to be found onlyin the Treo Girdle, 
The Original All-Elastic Corset. 
Be sure to demand the Treo model which was made for your type of 
figure. Prices: Treo Girdles, in lighter surgical web, $3 to $10; Treo 
Girdles of mercerized Treotex surgical web, $5.50 to $10; Treo Girdles 
of silk Treotex surgical web, $12.50 to $25. Your dealer will be very 
glad to give you a fitting. Write for illustrated booklet. 


TREO COMPANY, Inc., 267 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
Great Britain: Distributing Corporation, Ltd., 
60 Wilson St., Finsbury Sq., London, E. C.4 
Canada: Eisman @& Co., 9 Temperance St., Toronto 
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The cAll-&lastic Corset 


The more elastic to the corset—the more grace to the figure 
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Patronized 
by 
Royalty 


ours, eradicates double « 





Chin strap, $5.00 and $6.50. 


Forehead strap, 
heads and smooths out 
and $5.00. 


Restores : 
Youthful Beauty 


physicians recommend 
restore to 
of face, 
and thereby remove the cause of lined, drooping faces? 
The Ganesh Treatments and Preparations of Mrs. 
Eleanor Adair are eminently successful in restoring and 
preserving youthful charms; they 
genutne—Safe, Sure, Hygienic, and Unsurpassed. 


When muscles are weakened, 
massage. Why not, then, 
strength the weakened muscles 


GANESH MUSCLE STRAPPING 
TREATMENT, invented and perfected 
by Mrs. Adair, with Ganesh Muscle Oil 
will, if persevered with, positively re 
store the face, eye and neck muscles to 
healthy strength Because of their won- 
derful success, both the Muscle Treat- 
ment and Ganesh Oil are widely imitated $s.so. 
by the unscrupulous. Avoid the imita cian 
tions. Insist upon the genuine Ganesh 


Treatments and Preparations which are Superfi 


honored with the continued patronage of safe, harmless—does not burn or soil the 


grateful clients (including Royalty) and skin 
by the recommendation of physicians. . 
GANE 
GANESH MUSCLE OIL builds up the 
very foundation of beauty by supplying 
the exhausted skin tissues with new life 
and bracing up the relaxed muscles. bath. 


Write for Free Booklet “H” 


Treatments by Appointment 


Preaner Dain 





23 East 56th Street, 
LONDON 


PARIS 


BRUSSELS 


‘Ganesh”’ 
of Beauty Building %X 





> patent Ganesh Chin Strap restores lost 


ning from nose to chin; will 
mouth closed during sleep and prevent snoring. 


reduces heavy 
wrinkles, price $4.00 oy 


Absolutely removes lines, wrinkles, hol- 
lows, etc. 
GANESH 
strengthens loose, flabby skin and tones 
it to withstand hot rooms and all climatic 
changes. 
eyes and eyelids 


GANESH DARA effectively removes all 
SSH REDUCING 
added to the bath, effectively reduces all 
unnecessary flesh, and 


healthy, youthful figure without dieting. 
Use entire contents of box with each 


92, New Bond Street 
5, Rue Cambon 


2, Place Louise 
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by the 1m 
Medical \¥e 
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are the original and 


Price $1.10, $2.65 and $5.25. 
DIABLE SKIN TONIC 








Excellent wash-tonic for the 
Price 85c, $2.20 and 








uous Hair by the roots. Simple, 






Price, with full directions, $4.50. 


SALTINA, 







promotes a 







Price $3.50 per dozen boxes. 





of Beauty Advice. 









New York 
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almost, he feels wanted, desired, and it warms 
him, and it makes him know that he has been 
lonely in all his freedom, lonely, perhaps, in 
his intrigues and his vices, lonely with his 
bachelor friends—and he begins to want the 
woman who wants him so terribly. Often 
it’s like that.” 

“Ts it?” said Strickland, wondering at this 
woman’s amazing frankness, a frankness which 
seemed for the moment to free her from the 
bondage of sex. 

“Yes. I think women want—much more 
than men. As a sex we are not, and never 
shall be, independent. Men often set out to 
conquer us when we are conquered already. 
I loved for nearly a year before I was loved. 
Often I thought I never should be loved. I 
believed the legend of my horrible tempera- 
ment had gone before me to him, that it 
repelled him. And I was frightened, terri- 
fied. For the first time I looked my tempera- 
ment in the face as it was, and saw it as a great 
danger, as a dragon in my path of life. For 
the first time I wanted to kill the dragon 
because I thought perhaps he knew of and 
hated it. My love grew for a year; side by 
side with it grew my first real moral effort. I 
don’t know—I can’t remember how far I suc- 
ceeded in what I was trying to do, but one 
day he told me he loved me. He asked me 
if I could ever love him! That is how men 
know us! I was quite frank. I told him I 
had loved him for a whole year: and of my 
fears that he knew about my violent nature. 
I humiliated myself, perhaps. But I loved 
too much to mind. I made the very worst 
of myself. Something inside me warned me 
to do that. Something said to me—Don’t 
let him misunderstand you. Show your 
sores! If he can stand the sight of them and 
still wish to be with you, he loves you indeed.’ 
And I was brave. But cowardice isn’t my 
fault, I think. I am not often a coward.” 

“T am sure you are not,” said Strickland. 
“And he—how did he take it? Had he 
known?” 

“He had heard rumors, but he told me he 
had only half believed them. I assured him 
that they were true. I tried to let him in to 
the ugliest secrets of my temperament. You 
may say no woman would ever do that with 
a man she loved. But I did doit. I was so 
afraid of his finding out ugly things later and 
hating me because | had concealed them that 
I was frank as few women are ever frank. I 
told him that I couldn’t govern myself, but 
that I would try to, that I would make the 
greatest possible effort to overcome my tem- 
per and banish my desperate moods. He said 
it would be all right, that he would help me. 
I must tell you that he was a man with enor- 
mous self-control, but a very, very sensitive 
man. I believe I told you at Denbury that 
his mother was French?” 

“Yes, you did.” 

“His father was English, but a great lover 
of France. My husband was in some ways 
more French than English. He had the 
Frenchman’s sensitiveness to women, quick 
intelligence, swiftness of vision, and under- 
standing of subtleties, but all the English- 
man’s sentiment, straightforwardness and 
loyalty. He had a _ splendid nature. I 
wasn’t like many women. I loved something 
worth loving. He was incomparable, Mr. 
Strickland—indeed, indeed he was! People 
felt that he was. They loved him instinc- 
tively. But not as I did. I worshiped him. 
I think—and I am almost sure I am right— 
that it is only a few people who know how 
tolove. Great love is, lam convinced, avery 
rare thing, unknown by most of us. 


HE looked at Strickland questioningly, 

then added, with a sort of diffidence, 

“Jeanne knows it, I think: she is one of 
the few.” 

Strickland flushed deeply, but kept his eycs 
on her. Before her amazing unreserve he 
scarcely dared to be reserved. When, he 
wondered, was this extraordinary interview 
going to end. 

“Mr. Strickland, we were married, Andrew 
and I. We gave ourselves up to happiness as 
I think few people ever can have given them- 
selves. My love had waited a year, had had 
to wait a year in absolute uncertainty. So 
I had to pay it back. At any rate, if I am a 
dead woman now, I haven’t died without 
living. It wasn’t enough for me to be happy 
—apparently. My love grew, and in growing 
it became destructive. At first I held my 
natural temperament—the bad, dangerous 
part of it, I mean—in check without difficulty. 
Happiness seemed to lay my nerves to rest, 
to smooth out my prickly irritabilities. 
Changing moods didn’t beset me at first. I 
had no days of unreasoning depression. I 
had no impulses towards unkindness, or even 
cruelty. I was tender to Andrew then. I 
submitted myself to him with that wonder- 
ful happiness in submission which only a lov- 
ing woman ever feels. But that perfection 
of being didn’t last on my side. Presently, 
it was as if I swung back to my original tem- 
perament and way of being. I thought then 
it was inevitable, that I couldn’t help it, 


that I had to be as God had made me. (That’s 
the excusing phrase, the miserable cliché of the 
sinner!) I know now I simply didn’t continue 
an effort I had made, and that I could have 
continued it if I had chosen. Mr. Strickland 
most of us don’t try enough. We are morally 
lazy. We compound with our worst part. 
I have paid. I shall go on paying all my life 
long. But I don’t want others to pay, 
That’s why I am here to-day.” 

“Ves. Yes. I—I begin to understand.” 

“Do you?” 

“T think, at least, perhaps I do.” 


HE sat very still for a moment. 

ently she was thinking 
foundly. At last she said: 

“In daily life with any one—I don’t care 
who it is—there are many difficult moments 
when human forbearance only nothing else 
—can save the situation. And if one has a 
highly strung, naturally sensitive and irrita- 
ble temperament, and is liable to lose control, 
those moments are terribly dangerous. And 
I was jealous—that is the curse of sensitive 
women—jealous without reason, and knowing 
really I had no reason. When he died I felt 
he had died absolutely true to me. I couldn't 
prove it. No woman can ever prove such a 
thing. But I just know it, Mr. Strickland— 
as I dare say you know a somewhat similar 
thing.” 

“Yes,” said Strickland, in a low voice. 

Without asking permission, mechanically 
almost as a man does an accustomed thing, 
he pulled his pipe out of his pocket, began to 
fill it with tobacco carefully. She sat 
watching him. 

“We so often sat like this,” 
“What?” 

He looked up from his pipe, startled almost 
by her intonation. 

“So often I watched him doing what you 
are doing. I can see his hands now—just the 
movement of them and the shapes they took. 
When those we love are dead we often see 
their dear hands moving in the firelight, or 
in the candle-light. And then we remember 
their eternal stillness and— 

She broke off. 

Strickland had paused. This woman 
moved him strangely by the depth of sin- 
cerity in her emotion, and by her extraor- 
dinary simplicity. Now, with an _ effort, 
he went on with what he had been doing 
Presently he lit his pipe. Then she spoke 
again. 

‘Those we love can irritate us as no other 
human beings can irritate us. Can't they?’ 

“Yes. s 

“We want them to be perfect, I suppose, 
and so their imperfections strike us like little 
hammers. I criticized my husband, often 
and even bitterly. He bore with my hateful- 
ness in that respect wonderfully, but not 
meekly. He wasn’t a meek man, or I should 
never have loved him. He seldom, scarcely 
ever, criticized me. When I was intolerable, 
he would get up in silence and go out of the 
room, out of the house, stay away for a time, 
come back and meet me as if nothing had 
happened. Often I tried to provoke him 
into passion. I played, as it were, for scenes. 
Something in me at certain times seemed to 
demand a violent scene. He would not give 
me what I demanded. He thought it 
degrading for two people linked as we were 
to mingle love with its hideous opposite, 
anger, recrimination. There was a certain 
almost spiritual dignity about him—abso- 
lutely unostentatious—which sometimes pro- 
voked me almost to fever, I think, because I 
had none of it, and because his having it made 
me feel how inferior I was to him. And yet 
I loved him for it all the time—underneath. 
Really, I loved even his faults, his tricks, his 
little mannerisms. I know that now. I 
knew it directly I heard— 


Appar- 
deeply, _pro- 


she said. 


HE got up suddenly. For an_ instant 

Strickland thought that she was going to 
leave him, that she had suddenly repented of 
her frankness, and would not stay. But she 
only went to stand by the fire. For a 
moment she stayed with her back to him. 
Then she turned round. Her face was very 
pale, and her eyes were burning with emotion, 
and an energy of feeling such as he had never 
seen before, he thought, in a woman’s eyes, 
except perhaps at moments in Jeanne’s. 8 

‘Directly death comes, knowledge comes, 
she said. ‘‘ Probably few, or none, of us ever 
know exactly what we feel about another 
until death takes that other away. Mystery 
and nakedness are there together in one and 
the same moment, and we cry out the truth 
only when there is no voice to answer us. 
But—oh, if only we didn’t wait for death! 
If we would only speak when there was still 
time for the answer! 

“T said to you that all through our lives 
we are perpetually being taken unawares. 
That happened to me in a most terrible way, 
the most terrible way possible. Our mat- 
ried life went on—mine with Andrew—in the 
way I have tried to indicate. My jealousy 

(Continued on page roo) 
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A New Delight in Style 


—a new appreciation of shoe com- 
fort, a revelation in value and 
satisfaction—you will find it all in 
DOROTHY DODD shoes, what- 
ever your requirements. The 
name is stamped on every pair 
Ask Dainty ‘Warwick’ Gun 
Ask 


Metal Calf Oxford, welt 
sole, rubber heel 


as your guide and guaranty. 
for them at your dealers’. 


DOROTHY DODD SHOE CO. 
Boston, 20, Mass. 






PATENTED * 
FLEXIOLE ARCH 


Black Shoe-Soap Kid PEDO-PRAXIC A faultless fittingtwo strap 












(Pat.) flexible arch Oxford, welt sole 
Arch-Guide (Pat.) rubber heel 


style with medium straight 
heel and welt sole 























MNEVETs 
Haire 





RAY HAIR is appropriate only to age. Grandmother’s silver 

locks becomingly frame a face lined and mellowed by time. 
But why should a young woman permit premature gray hair to 
place the seal of age upon her brow! Modern thought justifies the tinting of 
gray, faded or bleached hair to its original shade and splendor with 


BROWNATONE 


The Safe Hair Tint 


Any shade of brown or black may be quickly obtained at home. Brownatone, 
guaranteed harmless, will not rub off or wash out. At all dealers, or direct— 
50c and $1.50. Trial bottle sent direct for 10c. 


The Kenton Pharmacal Company 
745 Coppin Bldg., Covington, Ky., Canada address: Windsor, Ont. 
NaTone L ted Sh improvesthe hair. At drug stores or direct 50c- 
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(Continued from page 08) 


made him very miserable. I seared him. 
But he would have his decent freedom, the 
freedom every man, married or not, ought to 
have. One thing in him, which sometimes 
irritated me to the verge almost of madness, 
was his marvelous self-control. I don’t be- 
lieve anything irritates an uncontrolled person 
so much as complete self-control in another. 
It is such a stinging rebuke. That rebuke 
he gave me many times, but not deliberately. 
Once he frightened me. 

“We were in a chéteau on the Seine. There 
was a little wood in the grounds near the 
house. It was in autumn, on an autumn 
afternoon. That day I was in one of my 
worst moods. Autumn is a_ season that 
always depresses me, that inclines me, IL 
suppose, to morbidity.” 

“IT know—I know!” said Strickland, quickly 
breaking in upon her speech. ‘‘It seems to 
take away hope. One hears all the doors 
shutting against one. I, living here alone by 
the river, [ know that.” 

h! 


She gazed at him. 
*Yes—you who live here alone!” she said. 
“And—” she paused; he waited—‘and 
need not live here alone!” she added. 
Strickland looked down, and pulled at his 
pipe. 

God sends loneliness to some of us,” she 
went on. “I think it is one of the greatest 
punishments of God, perhaps the greatest 
of all. But why anticipate God?” 


GHE was silent. Strickland said nothing. 

“In Paris I know some one who is 
lonely,”’ she said, somberly, almost fatally. 

She bent her head a little. Then she lifted 
it and went on. 

‘That autumn day he and I were alone in 
the chéteau. We had had some guests with 
us, but they had just left. They had been 
with us for shooting. One of them was a 
beautiful woman who was extraordinarily 
amiable, kind and gentle—the reverse of my- 
self. She was almost universally beloved for 
her sweet disposition. While she had been 
with us, I had secretly compared her with my- 
self. Then I had gone a step further. I had 
imagined her as the wife of my husband— 
women often give themselves to such imagin- 
ings. How different Andrew’s life would 
have been with her! I had dwelt on that 
thought. At night I had lain awake with it. 
She would have surrounded Andrew with the 
warmth of endless kindness, delicate and un- 
wearied tenderness. She was not a dull but 
a clever woman, clever in goodness—a rather 
rare combination. I had brooded over all 
this during the visit of our guests, until I had 
come to the horrible, morbid conviction that 
in very truth Andrew had been comparing me 
with our friend, and that he had been wishing 
that he had chosen differently when he mar- 
ried. I felt positive that the visit of this 
woman—she had never stayed with us before 
—had opened his eyes to facts, perhaps never 
clearly seen before by him, and that now, 
through her, he had realized the disaster of his 
life. I could not help almost hating this dear 
woman. And I bade her good-by conven- 
tionally, but feeling that I was bidding good- 
by to an enemy. 

“That day blackness encompassed me. It 
was one of my terrible days. I felt hopeless, 
a slave of my hateful character, angry with 
the Creator who had made me as I was, to- 
tally impotent to change, or even to put up a 
fight against myself! Andrew, no doubt, 
noticed the condition I was in. He was but 
too accustomed to my black moods. But he 
said nothing and seemed as cheerful as usual. 
After lunch, however, he said he was going 
out shooting and would probably be back late. 
He would shoot till dark, he said. 

“T scarcely know why, but this announce- 
ment of his suddenly brought my misery to 
a climax. I suppose I felt that, now we were 
left alone, he was longing to get away from 
me. I could not contain myself and I broke 
out into a torrent of reproaches with which I 
mingled the name of our departed guest 
I can't tell you what I said. I believe I 
launched contemptible and absurd accusa 
tions against him. In spite of his marvelous 
self-control, he was this time driven into real 
anger. He told me to be silent, and not to 
dare to malign the name of a woman who was 
above reproach. I persisted. He went 
quite pale. Finally he left me. He was 
away alongtime. I did not know whether he 
had gone out shooting. At last, I went to 
ask. I found the keeper who usually accom- 
panied him. The man told me that his 
master had left the house alone and without 
his gun, and had gone in the direction of the 
wood. I did not follow him. I did not 
dare to. 

“Toward evening Andrew returned and 
came into the room where I was’ He was 
still very pale, but his eyes were red and 
bloodshot. He looked terrible, I thought, 


as if—as if he had been crying. Then I broke 
down completely. 
begged him to pardon me. 


I humiliated myself and 
I asked him where 


HARPER’S 


BAZAR 


Novelette 


he had been. He told me he had been sitting 
in the wood for hours, trying to make up his 
mind ‘what to do.’ This reply terrified me 
I looked again at his eyes. I remember tha 
I muttered, ‘Why are your eyes so red?’ He 
put his hand up to them quickly and turne/ 
his head away from me. Then I knew tha 
he had been crying. Mr. Strickland, the 
knowledge that I had reduced such a man, ; 
real man if ever there was one, to such a cop 
dition of despair, broke up all the hatefulnes 
within me. And I—I showed him my utte 
contrition. But I had hurt him so mud 
that he could only say, ‘It must stop 
Vivienne. From this moment it must stop 
I find I can’t bear it any more. I am losing 
control. And if I lose it, then the end wil 
come quickly—I know that. 

““Mr. Strickland, from that day I was; 
different woman. For I had been terrified 
I forced myself to govern my moods, to hol: 
my temper in check. Things were better 
much better between us. He knew the effor 
I was making and he helped me in ev ery way 
he could. There were certain things in hin 
which always irritated me, little habits, litt 
ways. I needn't, I cant tell you. He trie 
to change them. He tried to change them 
Oh, if only I could have them in my life nox 
every one of them! I should bless God fe 
them! To me his faults, if they were fault 
were really dearer than the greatest virtue 
of other men. I know that now. He di 
everything he could think of to make thing 
easy for me. He was touchingly good to me 
There is something so wonderful in the con 
scious effort of a man to be all that a woma 
wishes him to be. When I think—when | 
think” 

Sudden tears rushed to her eyes. She drey 
out a handkerchief quickly and wiped them 
away. Her face flushed, grew red to her 
temples. At that moment Strickland felt 
almost as if he were again in the Paris-Calais 
express. 

“Oh, it hurts you too much!” he said 
“Don't let us 

But she interrupted him quickly, impetuv- 
ously. 

“No. I came here to make you under 
stand. I have nearly finished. It doesn't 
matter about me. Don’t trouble about me 
and what I feel. I am on the other side of 
sorrow.” 


HE rolled up her handkerchief and put it 
on the mante! niece. 
“This is how the end came, Mr. Strickland 
It was again autumn. The shooting season 
had begun and we were in the chdéleau. We 
generally had a few shooting parties every 
autumn. Andrew and I consulted together 
as to the people we would ask. Remem- 
bering the horrors of the preceding autumn 
he did not suggest asking that sweet woman 
about whom we had had that terrible scene 
Her husband was a great shot. Our shooting 
was exceptionally good. It would have been 
natural to ask him and his wife. But Andrew 
made up the lists without alluding to them. 
I said nothing at the time. But on the 
evening of the day on which we had decided 
whom we were going to ask, I remember 
thinking that it was cowardly of me to allow 
Andrew to be so far more magnanimous than 
I was. And I resolved to prove my absolute 
trust in Andrew, and in myself, by begging 
that Madame de V.—I cannot tell you he 
name—and her husband might be invited to 
come to us. Next day I told Andrew of my 
wish. He looked surprised, doubtful for a 
moment. ‘I know what you are thinking’ 
I said. ‘You are wrong. Andrew, I have 
conquered myself. I want them to come, 
partly that you may know it.’ He looked 
pleased, almost—almost as if he were a little 
proud of me. I wrote the invitation. It was 
accepted. They came to us.” 
She came away from the fire slowly and sat 
down again in her chair. The flush had died 
out of her face, which looked now almost hard 
‘This is what happened,” she said. “ 
had miscalculated my own powers for good- 
ness, for reasonableness. I thought I had 
changed. Really I had not changed. The 
effort I had made for so long a successful 
effort. instead of strengthening me, as 
thought, must really have tried me to the 
point of exhaustion. 
“Our friends arrived on a beautiful autumn 
day. I welcomed them, as I believed, with 
genuine pleasure. Perhaps, really, it was 
only with a conscious, strong effort to be 
pleased, which for a moment deceived myself. 
Madame de V., who, of course, could have 
had no idea what my former feelings toward 
her had been, for I feel sure [I had < concealed 
them effectively while she had been in our 
house, seemed happy to be with us again. 
She was a radiant woman, getting, I think, 
light and warmth from the beauty of her ow 
disposition. 
‘Even on the first night after their arrival, 
I was conscious that, for me, all was not going 
to be well. The sight of Madame de V 
(Continued on page 102) 
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Day by day, in every way, you can 
/. grow lovelier and lovelier! 


Tou must be lovelier with every day. You grow old 
only because you /et yourself grow old. But you can be 
young—eyes dancing, lips brilliant, skin velvety and 
| tempting—if you care for yourself. Let me teach you 
how to live eagerly, vividly, youthfully, beautifully! 
Begin a course of my famous Muscle-Strapping and 
Skin-Toning treatments. They will quicken every flag- 
ging tissue, wake your skin to radiant freshness, firm 
your cheeks in round smooth curves. The new Aprés 
l’Eté treatment now given in my Salon is wonderful for 
restoring the whiteness and clarity of the skin, removing 
4 brown spots and rejuvenating the tissues. Ask about 











o it in the Salon. 


1n interesting book, “ The Quest of the 
Beautiful,” explains how to apply the 
Elizabeth Arden method in your ows 

© daily care of the skin. Another book, 
* Your Master piece, Yourself,’ outlines 
my splendid course of living and exercise 
to de velop d perfect Sjigure and health. 
Write describing vour skin and I will 
answer by personal letter and give my 
suggestions for your specific require- 
ments. 





These Preparations keep the skin well-nourished and beautiful 


fatten the tissues, but keeps them 
young and firm, and smooths the dry 
roughness from a_ super-sensitive 
skin. $1. $2, $3. 


Venetian Cieansing Cream—smooth 
generously on face and neck, 
morning and night and after expo 
sure. It penetrates the depths of the 


pores, dissolves and dislodges all im- Venetian Special Astringent— 
purities, soothes an { softens the to firm and tighten the skin and re- 
skin, keeps it youthfully supple. store its elasticity. Excellent for a 
$1, $2, $3. wrinkied and aging face. $2.25, $4. 


Venetian Ardena Skin Tonic— Venetian Amoretta Cream—protects 
a mild astringent and bleach, to the skin from wind-burn and 
swaken the skin, to quicken its life chapping, makes the skin soft 
and its loveliness. 85c, $2, $3.75. and blossomy, serves as a perfect 
‘ i; powder foundation. $1, $2. 
Venetian Orange Skin F 7" Poudre D’Illusion— superb pow- 
ihe _ a mechangy weg yl der in two tints, a peach-blow flesh 
ing 2 e elements fo ch 4 : 
; - a ; or a warm Rachel. $3. 
wrinkled or flaccid skin is starving. ‘ ° ? 
: Double O-Boy Compact—Quite 


after cleansing 3 
the newest and smartest of double 


Pat it on the face , 
just as it is used in my Salon. It ind smartest oO b 
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eb that it could only have come from 
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Elizabeth Arden! Generous powder, 
Venetian Velva Cream—a per- and just enough rouge. Blonde, Me- 
fect food for a full face; it does not dium, Brunette. $3. 
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Special Masque Treatments 


Venetian Masque—aA cooling mask 
which tightens relaxed muscles, re- 
fines and removes all impurities from 
the skin, leaving it as smooth as satin 
—wonderful for oily skins 


Oriental Masque—A remarkably 
efficient treatment to be had only at 
my Salons. Wonderfully invigorat- 
ing to a torpid skin. Removes dead 
cuticle and banishes the most in- 
sidious and long-lived skin troubles. 





Postage paid on mail orders exceeding $10 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 
673-C FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


25 OLD BOND ST. LONDON-W - 255 RUE ST-HONORE PARIS 


Boston, 192 Boylston Street Detroit, 318 Book Building 
San Francisco, 233 Grant Ave. Washington, 1147 Connecticut Ave. 





. 


@ 


Atlantic City, Ritz-Carlton Hotel 


o—_— 0 B Bgro~ 











HARPER’S BAZAR 
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(Continued from page 100) 


recalled to me in a strange and dreadful way 
my past jealousy. Again her serenity and 
charming good nature, which produced happi- 
ness all about her as light produces beauty in 
a landscape, marked for me the contrast be- 
tween her temperament and disposition and 
my own, underlined for me, and as I fancied 
for others, my own defects. Whenever I saw 
my husband with her, enjoying himself in 
the beams of her clever kindness, I trembled. 
I—I—only a vulgarism can express what I 
felt. It seemed to me that Madame de V. 
showed me up. 


HE looked toward Strickland with a sort 
of shamed and almost wistful i inquiry. 
“T know exactly what you mean,” he said, 
in answer to her look. 

“It was a cruel feeling. It ate its way into 
me. It made me almost hate her for being 
what she was, one of the most good and 
delightful women in the world. The love of 
others was her natural birthright. And, 
thinking that, I felt, as I had often felt before, 
that it was impossible that any one could 
really love me. Long ago, my husband’s love 
for me must really have died, when he found 
out what I was. I imagined him acting what 
perhaps once had been reality. I remembered 
all the scenes I had made with him, all my 
attacks on him, all my sarcasm, all the bitter 
words I had spoken to him in bad temper, 
when my only desire had been to wound him. 
How he must hate me in his heart! Perpetual 
forgiv ing must wear out a man’s love. Think- 
ing back, I tried to fix the moment when my 
husband's affection for me must inevitably 
have died. And immediately I thought of 
the day when he had gone out alone into the 
wood and had come back to me with red eyes. 
I remembered his words, that he had been 
sitting in the wood for hours trying to make 
up his mind ‘what to do.’ I knew now 
exactly what they meant. He had been de- 
bating with himself how best to get rid of the 
burden that weighed him down—me. On 
that afternoon in the wood he had realized 
that his love for me was dead. My despair, 
my pleading, my promises of amendment 
had been effective on his sense of chivalry, 
and he had shouldered the burden again. 
That was what had happened. I knew it 
now. And Madame de V. had been the cause 
of this disaster to me. It was she who had 
wrecked my life. 

“Something seemed to crash in me, as I 
said this to myself, bringing everything to 
ruin. 

“This crash, as I can only call it, happened 
the second night of our house party, and not 
when I was alone. It occurred when I was 
sitting in the midst of our guests after dinner, 
listening to a pianist whom we had engaged 
to come out from Paris to play to us. I shall 
never forget that moment. 

““My husband happened to be sitting on a 
sofa by Madame de V., who was herself a 
fine pianist and devoted to music. I was at 
some distance from them, but could see them 
both without turning my head. The pianist 
played first a sonata by Mozart, clear, gay, 
delicate, happy—full of spontaniety and sun- 
shine, it seemed. Delight in it, and under- 
standing of it, shone in Madame de V.’s 
beautiful face, and I saw her, from time to 
time, look at my husband, as if she were 
summoning him to share in her pleasure. 

““*She is like that music,’ I thought, as I 
sat in the midst of the ruin which nobody saw, 
which no one was aware of but myself. 

“When the sonata was finished there was a 
short pause. My husband was. talking 
animatedly with Madame de V. I saw him 
smiling, then laughing. It seemed to me 
that he looked almost boyish. Had I ever 
seen him look like that with me? Mr. Strick- 
land, in my misery I told myself that I had 
never been able to bring such an expression 
into his eyes, such an emancipated expression. 
My whole body turned cold as I watched. 
Presently, the pianist began to improvise a 
short prelude and every one was silent. - Then 
he played something of Liszt’s. I can’t tell 
you its name, but it was a stormy, passionate 
thing, with occasional bits of romance in it, 
fleeting moments of sweetness, but a great 
deal of violent ‘ugliness. It showed off mar- 
velously the great executive powers of the 
pianist, but it was tormented, lowering, full 
of thunder clouds, fierceness, unrest, the very 
antithesis of the piece which had preceded it. 

“T thought to myself, ‘And that is I!’ 
Again I looked at Madame de V. and my 
husband. She was listening intently with a 
grave, almost puzzled expression on her face 
Her brows were drawn a little together. Her 
lips were pressed together. I felt that the 
music interested her, but that she disliked it. 
While I was feeling this I saw my husband 
steal a glance at me; a strange, furtive glance, 
I thought it. It was almost as if a stranger 
looked at me, but a stranger who knew, or 
had gathered by means of secret obsérvation, 
much about me—to my detriment. Then 
he looked at Madame de V. I shut my eyes. 
In darkness I heard the remainder of that 





tempestuous music—music with no foothold 
anywhere for the soul that wants to rest. 
And in that darkness all power of moral con- 
trol, of effort such as I had made during the 
last year, seemed to leave me. 

““T don’t know how I got through the rest 
of the evening. The end came at last. I 
was able to say good night to our guests. I 
pressed Madame de V.’s hand. I remember 
hearing her pleasant, clear voice say, conclud- 
ing some discussion of the music, ‘ Mozart for 
me.’ My husband added a comment that 
made me quiver. It was: ‘One sees you 
reflected in Mozart as in a mirror. But in 
Liszt one sees only a stormy petrel.’ 

‘That is meant for me!’ I thought. 

“Then we separated, going up-stairs to our 
different rooms. 

‘My husband and I had a set of rooms in a 
tower. It was almost like a small flat, with 
a lobby, two bedrooms and a sitting-room, 
quite separate from the rest of the house. 
That night I went quickly up to my bedroom, 
sent away my maid, and then locked both the 
doors of my room. When my husband came 
up to change into a smoking-coat, he tried 
my door. Finding it locked he called out to 
me. I didn’t move or answer. He called 
out again. Then, as no one replied, he went 
to his room. I didn’t see him again that 
night. I didn’t want to see him. I was 
afraid to see him. A savage was awake in me. 
I sat up nearly all night. I can’t tell you all 
that passed in my mind. But I'll tell you this 
—I felt I hated my husband.” 


ER eyes seemed to ask Strickland a 
searching question. At last she added, 

“One can only feel as I felt then toward 
the man, or woman, one really loves best in 
the world. Mr. Strickland, do please forgive 
me—haven’ t you hated Jeanne like that?” 

“T—T scarcely know,” he said. 

He paused; then as if making a strong 
effort over himself, he added, 

“Perhaps I have, now and then.” 

“T remembered that look he had given me, 
and [ hated him—or said to myself that I did. 
I summed up all my long love for him, all ! 
had given him, all I had sutfered because of 
him; not, I mean, because of any fault in 
him, but inevitably, because of my type of 
nature. And this was the end of it all—a 
look like that, the look of a stranger who knew 
bad things of me. 

‘Don’t think that even then I believed that 
Andrew could ever be false to me with 
Madame de V. I was not so mad as to think 
that. What I believed was this: that he 
wished he had married such a woman as 
Madame de V., that she had made him long 
for such companionship as she could have 
given him; that she had _ unconsciously 
taught him to hate such a woman as I was. 
That was all, but that was enough. 

“In the morning I came down just before 
the men went out shooting. I saw Andrew 
only when I saw him among our guests. 
thought he looked at me anxiously, as if he 
were almost in dread of something. But I 
smiled at him and managed, I believe, to 
hide what I was feeling. 

**Of course, you'll be with us at luncheon,’ 
he said. 

“T said I would. But when the brake was 
starting for the rendezvous agreed on for 
lunch, I didn’t go. I made an excuse to the 
two or three women who were driving, said 
T wasn’t feeling very well, and stayed behind 
by myself. 

“That day I had a horrible feeling which 
I suppose is very rare in a woman brought up 
as I had been among refined people, always 
taught to hide their passions, to behave in a 
certain way whatever happens. I felt as if I 
were losing hold of the conventions, as if the 
shell, as it were, in which the so-called ‘lady’ 
lives had been smashed, as if the naked human 
being that was I must emerge. All these 
people whom I was entertaining—what were 
they to me? Why should I eternally act be- 
fore them? I hated them. I dreaded their 
return to the chateau, because I didn’t know 
whether I should be able any longer to be 
ordinary, civil, agreeable to them. I imag- 
ined myself breaking down under the strain 
I was enduring and doing something terrible 
before them all. 

“The afternoon wore on. My guests and 
Andrew would soon be home. Presently I 
heard the grinding of wheels on the gravel, the 
sound of horses’ hoofs, then, a moment later, 
the note of a motor horn, of laughter and gay 
voices—a barking of dogs. 

“Mr. Strickland, at that moment I couidn’t 
stand the routine of civilized life. I knew I 
could no longer rely on myself, and I went 
up-stairs and hid myself in my room. I got 
into a dressing-gown, quickly made all dark, 
and lay down on my bed. 

“Presently I heard a knock at the door. It 
was my husband. Finding me in the dark he 
asked what was the matter. I told him I had 
a violent sick headache and felt feverish. I 
begged him to make my excuses to our guests, 

(Continued on page 104) 
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Uniform, whi 
shrunk 
Cloth 


In white Linen 


$3.00 


Model Maid’s 
Unifo (below) In- 
dividuality itself. 
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$4.50 


Mohairand silk 


$7.50 to $21.00 











Leading department 
stores everywhere 
carry S.E. B. uniforms. 
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B. Altman & Co. 
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| Real Estate Department 


| Los 
|Los Angeles, California 


Beautiful 
320-Acre | 
California | 
RANCH | 


Opportunity of a Lifetime to Own Show 
Place in the “Land of Sunshine” 


Heavily laden fruit orchards, green 
shade trees, a beautiful view from a 
high mesa, a lovely bungalow, with 
garage, outhouses, etc., a perfect irri- 
gation system and a big swimming 
pool; 320 acres of rich soil; five crops 
of alfalfa a year; low taxation; abun- 
dant wild game near by, and 360 days 
of sunshine! 


80 acres of apples, pears and peaches. 
10,000 boxes of fruit are expected to be 
packed next year from the famous 
Ihmsen ranch in the heart of Apple 
Valley, eight miles southeast of Vic- 
torville and north of Riverside, Cali- 
fornia. 


bination of worth-while qualities for a 
home, ranch and orchard? The Ihmsen 
Rancho represents an investment of 
$110,000, and 


Is For Sale on 
Attractive Terms 


For details communicate 
direct with ‘‘Owner,’’ care 


International Bureaus 
Angeles Examiner 
























The Right 


Transformation 
IGHT because it matches 


your hair exactly, because 
it brings out the best features 
of your face, because it is 
made from the finest quality 
of naturally wavy hair—that 
is the transformation you 
buy at Pierre’s. 


For 18 years, ever since Pierre 
first introduced  transfor- 
mations into America, his 
supremacy has been unques- 
tioned. 


You are cordially invited to 
call and consult him about 
the transformation best 
suited to your needs. 


28 West CON. St., New York 
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How the Shape of My Nose 
Delayed Success 


By EDITH NELSON 


Course had been completed and I was ready to pursue 

my ambitions. But each director had turned me 
away because of the shape of my nose. Each told me I 
had beautiful eyes, mouth and hair and would photo- 
graph well—but my nose was a “pug"’ nose—and they 
were seeking beauty. Again and again I met the same 
fate. I began to analyze myself. I had personality and 
charm. I had friends. I was fairly well educated, and 
had spent ten months studying Dramatic Art. In ama- 
teur theatricals my work was commended, and I just knew 
that I could succeed in motion pictures if only given an 
opportunity. I began to wonder why I could not secure 
employment as hundreds of other girls were doing. 


T HAD tried so long to get into the movies. My Dramatic 


INALLY, late’ one afternoon, after another “dis- 
appointment,” I stopped to watch a studio photog- 
rapher who was taking some still pictures of Miss B——-, a 
well-known star. Extreme care was taken in arranging the 
desired poses. “‘Look up, and over there,” said the photog- 
Tapher, pointing to an object at my right, “a profile——. 
“Oh, yes, yes,”” said Miss B , instantly following the sug- 
gestion by assuming a pose in which she looked more charm- 
ing than ever. I watched, I wondered, the camera clicked. As 















Miss walked away, 4 Cay studied her features, her lips, 
her eyes, her nose She has the most beautiful nose I have 
ever seen I said, half Ph Fo “Ves, but I Teme mber,"’ said 
Miss B ‘s maid, who was standing near me, “when she had a 





‘pug’ nose and she was only an extra girl, but look at her now. 
How beautiful she is.” 


N a flash my hopes soared. I pressed my new-made acquaintance 

for further comment. Gradually the story was unfolded to me. 
Miss B ad her nose reshaped—yes, actually corrected— 
actually made over, and how wonderful, how beautiful it was now. 
This change perhaps had been the turning point in her career! 
It must also be the way of my success! ‘“‘How did she accomplish 
it?"’ I asked feverishly of my friend. I was gurme d that M 
Trilety, a face specialist of Binghamton, New York, had accom- | 
plished this for Miss B in the privacy of her home}! | 








‘LIP the coupon below, insert your name and 
address plainly, and send it today to 
Trilety, Binghamton, N. Y., for the free booklet 
which tells you how to correct ill- shaped noses. 
Your money refunded if you are not satisfied, is his 
guaranty. 


THANKED my informant and turned back to 

my home, determined that the means of over- 
coming the obstacle that had hindered my progress 
was now open for me. was bubbling over with 
hope and joy. I lost no time in writing M. Trilety 
for information. I received full particulars. The 
page es was so simple, the cost so reasonable, 
that I decided to purchase it at once. I did. I 
could hardly wait to begin treatment. At last it M. TRILETY, 
arrived. To make my story short—in five weeks 1840 Ackerman Bldg., Binghamton, N. Y. 
my nose was corrected and I easily secured a regular 
position with a producing company. I am now 
climbing fast—and I am happy. 


ATIENTION to your personal appearance is 
nowadays essential if you expect to succeed 
in life. You must “look your best” at all times. 
Your nose may be a hump, a hook, a pug, flat, long, 
pointed, broken, but the appliance of M. Trilety 
can correct it. His latest = newest nose shaper, 

RADOS,” Model 25, U. Patent, with six ad- 
justable pressure ALS, and made of light 
polished metal, corrects now ill-shaped noses with- 


Dear Sir: Please send me without obligation, 
your booklet which tells how to correct ill-shaped 
noses. 


Peer ee ee Pe ee | 
| 


Street Address . . 


out operation, quickly, safely, and permanently Town ..... 
(diseased cases excepted). Is pleasant and does 
not interfere with one's daily occupation, being 
State .... spade ieneen i> ieacchaaeens 


worn at night. 


Re 





103 


— HER 

volutionar 

IMPROVEMENT 
BY BELBER 


THE BELBER 
SAFE-LOCK 
To open trunk, 
unlock, and turn 
ailock upward as 
m shown. To lock 
trunk, turn lock 
down—and the 












m in four places at 
one time. 





Posse the convenience 


of this remarkable new 
Belber Safe-Lock Wardrobe 
Trunk! No more stooping 
and digging your finger nails 
into the catches to open. 
Simply turn the key, turn up 
the lock, and the trunk opens 
automatically. Another turn 
down and it is locked in four 
places at once. No bending 
over or straining to close. 

This new Belber Special 
contains all the practical con- 
veniences of the finest ward- 
robe trunks, plus exclusive 
and better features found in 
no other trunk. 


You will appreciate it for 
every-day use in your home 
as well as for traveling. The 
prices are very reasonable— 
$37.50 and up. 


Let us send you our attrac- 
tive illustrated booklet, “The 
Styles in Wardrobe Trunks— 
and how to pack them.” Write 
for it. 





] SAFE-LOCK 


WARDROBE TRUNK 


Constant leadership in giving the latest im- 
provements and the greatest value has made 
Belber the largest manufacturer of fine travel- 


ing goods on earth, 


THE BELBER TRUNK & BAG CO., Philadelphia 
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She Message 


Lvery 


Morning B rings 


HE daily bath—with its stimulation of the 
skin to renewed activity — its suggested 
use of a pure and refreshing toilet soap. 


It should not be necessary to urge the merits of Resinol 
Soap, nor is it necessary to people who have tried it. They 
know that it invigorates a sallow, sluggish skin, and helps 
to keep the complexion clear and fresh,—and the hair thick 
and lustrous. 


The abundant lather, with its mild Resinol fragrance, 
makes Resinol Soap a delight to men. They like, too, the 
freshened feeling and glow of health it imparts. Used for 
baby’s bath it tends to prevent chafing, and keep his skin 
clear and velvety. 

Women who use Resinol Soap find their complexions 
automatically cared for. It’s the ideal toilet and 
It starts the day right. ey 
May we send you a free trial size cake? Write N 

| 


bath soap for every home. 


Dept. 6-D, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
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to send up my maid and then not to disturb 
me again. I said my nerves were all to pieces 
from the pain in my head. We spoke to each 
other in the dark. But I felt energy, cheer- 
fulness, the open air had come into my room 
with him, and [ bitterly compared my misery, 
my almost madness, with my husband’s sanity 
and poise. I was a moral wreck. 

“He stood there filling the dark room with 
an atmosphere of health and strength. Mr. 
Strickland, in less than a week from that 
moment he was dead. 

“Our guests had been invited to stay for 
four days. During the rest of their time I 
did not face them. I never went down-stairs. 
But I saw one of them. Madame de V., in 
the most charming way, I believe, insisted 
gently on coming up. This was on the eve- 
ning before she left the chdfeau. She sent up a 
message begging to be allowed to see me. 
And my husband also brought a word from 
her. I remember he said to me, 

“Do see her, Vivienne. She is so calm, 
such a sweet woman, she can only do you 
good. I often wish you knew more of her.’ 

“That's how men are with us, Mr. Strick- 
land! But how often I long to be misunder- 
stood by Andrew now! We love men partly 
because they haven’t got our horrible subtle- 
tics. 

“T consented to see Madame de V., and 
she came up to my room. It wasn’t quite 
dark. There were two shaded candles lighted. 
She sat down by my bed, and stayed perhaps 
for half an hour. But it seemed a very long 
time to me. 

“T couldn’t ever tell a man what I lived 
through during that little visit, Mr. Strick- 
land. 

“At last she left me. I have never seen 
her again. 

“That day the house party broke up. All 
our guests left the chdteau. They went away 
in the morning. My husband had some busi- 
ness to attend to in Paris. He came to my 
room to bid me good-by. Somehow—he only 
stayed a few minutes—I managed to seem 
calm and casual while he was with me. As he 
was going out of my room, he said, ‘I shall 
motor up with the de V.’s and come back by 
train.’ With an effort—for I felt as if I had 
received a blow over the heart—I asked him 
when [I should expect him. ‘To-morrow 
morning in time for lunch,’ he answered. 
‘What—not to-night?’ I said. My throat felt 
all dried up as I spoke. ‘No; I’m afraid I 
can’t get through all I have to do in time to 
get back to-night,’ he answered. I remember 
I opened my lips to beg him not to spend the 
night in Paris. But I shut them without 
speaking. He bent to kiss me, but I turned 
my head brusquely away. At that moment 
I felt [ would rather be touched by a snake 
than by him. 

“T can’t tell you much about the following 
night. I didn’t sleep. In the dark hours I 
reviewed my life and its utter failure, and in 
my madness I attributed its failure to my 
husband. I no longer blamed myself. I 
blamed him. My tortured nerves drove 
me into fierce condemnation of him. Every- 
thing was distorted by my imagination that 
night. Evil boiled up in me—evil.” 


SHE stopped abruptly. Strickland could 
see in her face that in imagination she was 
literally living through again that bit of her 
past life. She stared before her while he 
waited, not moving. His pipe had gone out, 
but he still kept it between his lips. At last 
she looked at him as one who again sees the 
reality of the moment. 

“T told you that when my husband was 
going to kiss me I turned my head away 
brusquely. I told you that at that moment I 
would rather have been touched by a snake 
than by him—’”’ 

She paused. 

“Ves.” Strickland said. 

“That was the last time he ever bent down 
to kiss me.” 

“Do you mean—didn’t you ever .see him 
again?” 

“Oh, yes. We had a last interview, but 
there was nothing but hatred in it—what 
seemed hatred, I mean—on my side. Noman 
could have wished to kiss, no man could ever 
have even thought of kissing, the woman I was 
in that last interview. Oh, Mr. Strickland, the 
last time—the last time—and not to know it, 
not even to suspect it! With one you love, 
always say to yourself, ‘It may be the last 
time!’ And put your true heart, your love, 
the best part of you into it.” 

For a moment her face was tormented. 

“Let your last time be sweet and tender. 
Otherwise you go into hell here on earth. I 
have done that. 

“In the morning T got up. TI was restless, 
like a driven fury. I waited for him to come 
back. I did not know what I was going to 
do. But I knew I was going to do something 
drastic, perhaps horrible. I knew I needed to 
do something horrible as one needs to eat 
when starving Because I was tortured, T 
longed to torture—not any friend, or casual 





acquaintance, not a _ servant, not some 
stranger, but the one I loved. 

. came down-stairs. I went out. [| 
walked in the garden. I went into the wood 
where he had once stayed so long—thinking 
‘what to do.’ I thought, ‘I'll bring him here. 
I'll torture him here, for wishing to get away 
from me, to rid himself of me, who have loved 
him exclusively.’ I can hear the leaves fall- 
ing now, and the shrill cry of birds in the 
coverts. Presently I looked at my watch. 
It was nearly noon. I returned to the 
chéteau. 

“‘T found a telegram there. It told me that 
he was delayed in Paris for a few hours, but 
would be down by an afternoon train. I 
thought, ‘I don’t care. When he comes, I'll 
take him into the wood. Even if it’s night, 
I'll take him into the wood.’ The idea of the 
wood obsessed me. 

“Twilight was beginning to fall when at 
last he came back. It was cold that evening, 
cold with the strange earthy chill characteristic 
of autumn, compounded, I always think, of 
the differing coldnesses of many things dead 
or fading rapidly into death. I was dressed 
for walking, when he came into my sitting- 
room. He seemed surprised at seeing me up, 
still more so at seeing me dressed for going 
out. He came toward me, perhaps intending 
to kiss me. But something in my look must 
have stopped him. For, when he was near 
me, he stood still. He asked me if I was 
better. I said I was quite well, and wanted 
him to come out with me. He said of course 
he would come if I wished it, but added a 
doubt as‘ to the wisdom of my going out at 
such a late hour after my illness. I told him 
I wished to talk to him and preferred to do 
it in the open air. He asked me why. I said, 
imperiously, even violently I believe, that I 
wished it and that was enough. He said 
nothing more, and we went out together. I 
led the way toward the wood. Mists were 
beginning to rise from the Seine, which flowed 
not far from the chdteau. We walked in 
silence side by side. When we drew near to 
the trees, he said that we had better remain 
in the garden, on one of the terraces where it 
would be dry underfoot. I said that I wished 
to go into the wood. ‘It is madness in your 
condition,’ he said. But I persisted and we 
followed a winding grass path among the 
trees till we came to a clearing. Wood- 
cutters had been at work there, several trunks 
of poplar trees, stripped of their branches and 
leaves, lay on the damp ground. Here I 
stopped and stood still. 

“ ‘Do you remember coming into this wocd 
last year?’ I asked. ‘After Madame de V.'s 
visit to us?” 

“He answered ‘Yes.’ 

“Was it here you sat and for hours con- 
sidered what to do?’ I asked. 

“ “Tt may have been here,’ he answered. 
‘I can’t remember exactly. But what does 
it matter?’ 

“*T only wanted to tell you here in this 
wood? I said, ‘that this time I shall not hum- 
ble myself. I shall not beg forgiveness. You 
can do what you like. I understand the 
whole situation now clearly. Last year you 
wanted to get rid of me. You were hoping 
to get rid of me. But I didn’t let you. I 
didn’t give you the chance. Because then I 
still loved you. But now it’s different.’ 

“Mr. Strickland, I can’t tell you any more 
of the words I said. But I poured forth all 
the bitterness in my heart. Instead of humbling 
myself and showing my love, I called pride 
to mein my jealousy. I pretended that it was 
I who was weary of him, that it was I who 
longed to get rid of him. Always I saw be- 
fore me the face of Madame de Y. like a 
smiling vision in the mists—” 


HE stopped speaking and stared before 

her for a moment. Then she got up and 

again stood by the fire with her hands gripped 
tightly together. 

“Mr. Strickland, do you know how in such 
moments of madness, of love, intense love, 
turned, twisted all awry, the tongue finds 
instinctively all the most horrible words, all 
the words that are like spears to lacerate and 
draw blood? Do you know?” 

“Yes,” said Strickland. 

“Tn such moments, we turn love inside out, 
we show the side that is hideous. Idid. You 
know what the intimacy of marriage is, how 
it arms one with knowledge that others 
haven’t got, knowledge of the little human 
failings, of the secret weaknesses, that every- 
one has, however dear, however noble. 
Tricks, mannerisms of body and soul, physical 
things—who knows them quite as the husband 
does, or the wife? Every wife has weapons 
which, perhaps, no other living woman has 
against the husband. I used all mine. I 
can’t tell you more than that. And all the 
time I loved every hair on his dear head. 
That’s how a woman can be! ; 

“He didn’t speak—not a word. He just 
stood there looking absolutely stricken— 
with a sort of terrific surprise in his eyes 

(Concluded on page 106) 
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To OWNERS OF HOMES, 
new or old, who are 1n- 
terested in improving 
their warmth and redu- 
cing their fuel billsat least 
one-third, we offer a fine- 
ly illustrated book about 
the Ipzat TYPE A Heat 
Macuine. It will be 
mailed on receipt of your 
request at either address 
below. 




















From a painting by Anruur Keir © ARCO 1923 


e ‘ALMOST HUMAN*says Mr. Goodall 


Epwin Goopatt of Hackensack, N.J., we beg leave to point out one respect in which 
took out his old-fashioned wasteful heat- the Ipzat TYPE A is more than human. 


ei ing plant and installed an Ipzat TYPE A The human aristocrat frequently proves to 
; more Bo be an expensive guest. The Ipza TYPE A 
rth all ILER. - : 

mbling Heat MacHIne—an aristocrat in every other de- 
it was “I am told you call it a ‘Heat Machine’,”he _tail—not only does better work than a plebeian 
go writes. “I call it almost human; its appetite is _ boiler but does it at a very much smaller cost. 


like a 


exceedingly considerate of my pocket-book.” ‘Theumuntead enmate tame Seink the bie 
betess Without any reflection on the human race, Goodall, that it pays for itself in the fuel it saves. 
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a AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 


. Ipeat Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators for every heating need 
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WITHIN THE COURTYARD 
ONE DINES AMID A BLAZE OF FLOWERS 


At the first hint of Spring all Paris dines out- 
doors. And nowhere in Paris is there a more 


charming place to dine than in the courtyard 
of the Chateau de Madrid. 


Yet that is a statement that demands immedi- 
ate qualification. There are so many utterly 
charming restaurants in Paris, 


Call at the Paris office of Harper’s Bazar— 
2 rue de la Paix—and have a chat with Mrs. 
van Campen Stewart, director of our Paris 
office, or her assistants. Large or small, grave 
or gay—for dinner, luncheons, teas or 


“dancings’—our Paris office will tell you just 
those restaurants to which one should really go. 


In fact, the Harper’s Bazar Paris office is 
ready to give you information of almost any 
sort. Shopping, of course—where to buy, 
what to buy and even, perhaps, how much to 
pay. About theaters. And where to go on 
the Riviera and at what hotel to put up. And 
where to find an American dentist or doctor. 


There is a short step to an intimate knowledge 
of Paris and that step leads you to the Paris 
office of Harper’s Bazar. 


Th e Located in the very center of fashionable Paris at 2 rue de la Paix, the Paris 
office is exceptionally easy to find. Call there on your first day in Paris. 


PARIS oFFICE OF HARPER’S BAZAR 
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CLINGS TO PARIS 


(Continued from page 43) 


the loose three-quarter coat is the favorite, 
often trimmed with gay, printed silk crépe. 
Long cloaks are tube-like, or flare very slightly 
from the hips. In some cases the back of the 
cloak is perfectly flat and straight, the circular 
fulness falling in front of the hips or applied 

-as Rolande does it—in a deep circular flounce 
across the front. 

Loose short boleros will be worn with spring 
frocks and many summer frocks of thin 
crépe and other thin stuffs will be flounced. 
Some of these gowns resemble somewhat the 
frocks of 1860, minus the hoops. The cor- 
sages are less tight-fitting than those of 1860, 
and the full skirts less wide. 

AN INTERESTING SPRING 
FORECAST 


N SOME quarters is noticed an efiort ‘to 

revive the quaint styles of 1874, consid- 
erably modified, of course. So far the 
efforts have been decidedly successful, and 
we shall see more of the movement next 
season. Again, the success of the straight 
frock assures us that this style will be seen 
next spring—the waist-line merely suggested 
by the trimming on the tube-like sheath. 
The waist-line, which is on the upward 
trend, will be noticeably higher on some of 
these straight garments, suggesting the Direc- 
toire, but not showing the tight effect just 
below the bust. 

The normal waist-line—the corsage tight- 
ened at the waist-line above a flaring skirt— 
has already appeared in Paris, but the frocks 
showing it have an odd old-fashioned look 
which is far from being chic. It is unlikely 
that this silhouette will lead next season. 

Period frocks have been much less worn of 
late. Even young girls seem to prefer the 
straight or slightly draped silhouette. And 
there are many draped frocks about; rather 
long, straight, sheath-like gowns, very slightly 
draped at the hips. Just a fold or two of 
drapery is sufficient for these graceful crea- 
tions, which are exquisitely simple in style. 

DRAPED Gowns AGAIN 

ROLANDE model worn at the Bal de la 
i Couture was of shot gold cloth, really 
gold shot with (éte de négre. The gleaming 
sheath was lifted a bit on the right hip, 
where a fold or two of drapery was caught 
with a great vivid red velvet flower, from 
under which two long narrow panels of gold 
cloth lined with the same vivid light red 
velvet fell to the ankles. 

Of the fifteen models designed by the mai- 
son Worth for the Bal de la Couture, many 
were draped and several showed the waist- 
line slightly above normal in front, while in 
the back it was inconspicuously placed at 
the top of the hips. With the high-waisted 
effect in front, the skirts, lifted a trifle also, 
were draped, falling in soft folds in the middle 
front while the skirt-backs remained flat 
and plain. Many of these frocks were made 
of crépe Georgette in yellow, green, cyclamen, 
or different shades of rose. All were slender 
in silhouette and all were rather long, falling 
to the ankles. 

The same general silhouette was observed 
at the ball, where slender, rather long, 
slightly draped frocks appeared by dozens on 
all sides. White and pastel shades prevailed, 
with much metal fabric and some trimmings 
of silver lace. There were also many frocks of 
white-and-silver or white-and-gold brocade. 
FROCKS NEXT 
SEASON 


SLENDER FOR 


HIS slender silhouette will appear again 

next season—the long slim line of the 
skirt broken often by the introduction of a 
scanty flounce or two. The effect in some 
cases will be that of an overskirt over a more 
or less narrow sheath. The straight frock 
flaring in flounces at about the knee will be 
seen again also, as the line is a happy one and 
generally becoming. 

Sleeves will be short and straight, short 
and puffed, long and close-fitting, or long and 
bulging, or flaring below the elbow. Many 
summer frocks will be made of printed crépes 
or foulards, some with parasols to match. 
Plain crépe de Chine will be much used also, 
particularly in all shades of béige, gray, 
mastic, light brown, and different shades of 
green. All the pastel shades will be promi- 
nent and mouse gray will be a new smart 
color, while a new combination, pretty in 
printed stuffs, is black and ocher. 

PARIS THEATERS 

N PARIS, where it is neither dull nor gay, 

women are amusing themselves as best 
they can with teas, charities, and the theaters, 


where not too amusing plays are patiently 
endured in hope of better things to come. 
There are the Russian players with their 
fearful realism and incomprehensible lan- 
guage at the Théater des Champs Elysées, 
“ Griselidis” at the Opera, and amusing little 
revues at the Theater des Deux Anes. and 
Le Percheir, while at.the Antoine a burst of 
Cubist madness called “Locus Solus” is 
hissed and booed regularly every night, and 
the house is crowded for all that! 

A new Maison de Danse has just been 
opened in the rue Caumartin under the name 
“Le Jardin de Ma Seur,”’ which title, it has 
been carefully explained to me, is full of 
naughty subtleties. At any rate the place 
is amusing. One goes there after the play 
and dances until dawn, or rather dark—so 
very dull and gloomy are these days in Paris. 
Not even a London fog could be more ob- 
scure, 

DINING OUT IN PARIS 

So, kept indoors more or less all day by the 
bad weather, we go out to dine, not always 
in the most expensive restaurants, but always 
well. 

There is a newly opened Russian restau- 
rant in the rue du Bac, for instance, where 
you drink a thimbleful of vodka—real vodka, 
mind you—and take your caviare sandwiches 
standing up, dining afterward at your leisure 
in a small room where some one with a vivid 
imagination has evidently spilled the paint, 
so extravagant in color are the decorations 
It is very amusing. 

You may dine not badly in a little English 
restaurant-bar kept by the wife of Footit, the 
famous clown (now dead)—and go after- 
wards for a glass of eau de vie to Le Lapin 
Agile, at the foot of Sacré Coeur, where a 
murderous looking Japanese with a knife in 
his teeth—horrible in the dimly lighted place 
—sings a frightful song. This, by the way, is 
one of the places reserved for tourists, who 
are expecting a thrill and must not be disap- 
pointed. 

Or you may dine quietly with all Paris at 
the Ritz on Sunday nights with soft lights, 
flowers, pretty frocks, and familiar faces all 
about, and dance afterward in the ballroom 
to your heart’s content. And frocks at the 
Ritz are always interesting. 

AT THE RITZ 

M ADAME = Jacques’ Balsan — formerly 
i the Duchess of Marlborough — wears 
an evening gown of light brown tulle over 
a white under-slip, the very full skirt adorned 
with two flounces—the upper flounce sewn 
on at the hips—and the moderately low 
corsage drawn smoothly down to the waist- 
line where it is girdled with a dark olive-green 
satin ribbon, knotted oddly on the left side. 
With this frock, Madame Balsan wears a 
small brown tulle turban with a bit of silver 
ribbon twisted with the roll of tulle which 
forms the brim. 

A Lanvin frock worn recently at the Ritz 
dinner-dance was in effect a tailored frock of 
gold cloth matelassé. There was a loose 
wide-sleeved jacket with a narrow straight 
collar over a straight narrow skirt, which was 
longer on each side than in the front and back. 
Almost Chinese in character was this odd 
gown, which might have looked well on some 
old mandarin, but appeared a trifle heavy on 
feminine shoulders. 

Mrs. Richard Burton, who is always very 
picturesquely gowned, wore that night a stiff 
little frock of silver cloth, with the corsage- 
front draped a bit at the waist-line, the 
straight skirt lifted a trifle in front and em- 
broidered all over with a design of interlaced 
circles in red and black beads and brilliants. 
With this strange gown Mrs. Burton wore 
long red coral earrings and shoes of black 
velvet and silver cloth. 

The Comtesse de St. Croix wore a Russian 
head-dress — white embroidered with _ bril- 
liants—with a white gown. The Marquise 
de Chabannes was frocked in shot-silver 
cloth, with the corsage cut straight across 
under the arms and straps of beaded galon 
across the shoulders. Her hair, parted in 
the middle and drawn smoothly down to the 
knot low in the back, was arranged in two 
tight curls over each ear. 

Lady Ribblesdale, who wears her blonde 
hair knotted loosely on the back of her head 
and fluffed out lightly about her face, wore 
at Ciro’s a few nights ago a wonderful black 
Spanish shawl with deep ivory silk fringes. 
The entire shawl was elaborately embroidered 
with different shades of rose, green and other 
pale colors. It was folded shawl-fashion— 
the long point in the middle back—and 
formed an exquisite evening wrap. 

(Concluded on page 106) 


An exciting novel of modern social life in New 


York — Cosmo 


Hamilton's 


“Another Scandal.” 


It starts in the very next issue of Harper's Bazar. 
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T was Betty’s first dip into social 
activity since she returned from 
boarding school. 

Naturally, she was thrilled when 
the invitation came; and even more 
thrilled when she discovered in a 
roundabout way that Howard was 
coming back from school for.the 
week-end to attend the same party. 

Betty and Howard had been just 
a little more than mere good friends 
during their high-school days at 
good old Ellsworth. 

Indeed, lots of folks thought 
they were much more than good 
friends. You know how a small 
town will jump at conclusions. 

But after graduation when both 
went away to school—and not to 
the same school — things 
sort of changed. They 
wrote to each other 
for a while—maybe 
three or four let- 
ters. Then some- 
how or other the 
correspondence 
died off. 

Betty was the 
last one to write, too. 
She never really got 
over that—in fact, she 
never really succeeded in 
putting him quite out of 
hermind. « « « 
Howard neverlooked more gorgeous 
than he did that evening. And 
Betty found herself more fond of him 
than ever. The whole party quickly 
focused itself around her anticipa- 
tion of the first dance with him. 





They did dance—but only once. 
And all the rest of the evening 
Howard devoted to girls who were 
really much less charming than she. 
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Betty's mother 
knew why 









Howard never looked 
more charming than 
he did that evening 














Betty could actually feel people 
commenting on Howard’s strange 
lack of attention to her. She knew 
what they were saying even with- 
out hearing their remarks. 

Betty went home broken-heart- 
ed. She might never have known 
the reason but her mother, quick 
to perceive, and courageous enough 
to talk frankly with her daughter, 
knew why and told her. 
That’s the insidious thing about 
halitosis (unpleasant breath). You, 
yourself, rarely know when you 
have it. And even your closest 
friends won't tell you. 

Sometimes, of course, halitosis 
comes from some deep-seated or- 
ganic disorder that requires 
professional advice. But 
usually —and_ fortu- 
nately—halitosis is 

only a local condi- 
tion that yields to 
the regular use of 

Listerine as a 

mouth-wash and 
gargle. 

It halts food fer- 

mentation in the 
mouth and leaves the 
breath sweet, fresh and 
clean. So the systematic 
use of Listerine this way 
puts you on the safe and 
polite side. You know your breath 
is right. Fastidious people every- 
where are making it a regular part 
of their daily toilet routine. 

Your druggist will supply you with 
Listerine. He sells lots of it. It has 
dozens of different uses as a safe anti- 
septic and has been trusted as such for 
halfa century. Read the interesting 
booklet that comes with every bottle— 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, Saint 
Louis, U. S. A. 


- 























use 
LISTERINE 








106 


** The Davenport 
with a Secret”’ 
is a Northfield 


The Northfield booklet, ‘* The Dav- 
enport With A Secret’’ illustrates 
many attractive Northfield Bed 
Davenport suites. A copy will be 
sent on request, together with the 
name of the nearest Northfield 
dealer. Please ask for your copy. 





For the Room 
W here Old Sol Lives 


In the happy room where Old Sol 
coaxes you so often when other 
rooms seem dull, the furniture must 
harmonize with the sunshiny 
atmosphere. 


A Northfield fibre davenport suite, with a 
bed folded compactly under the low, deep- 
cushioned davenport seat finds its happiest 

lace in such a room. And the designs 
— themselves wonderfully to colorful 
decorating, reflecting the spirit of the room, 
adding to its lure, completing it. 


No guest will know that a bed is in this 
room. Design and good workmanship 
conceal it, utterly. But when occasion 
makes an extra bed necessary, the bed is 
ready, without an extra bedroom. 

Northfield designs are authoritatively ex- 
pressive of the better furniture-style ten- 
dencies. Our Master Designers have made 
the convenient combination of davenport 
and bed both a thing of beauty and a 
comfortable, loungy piece of furniture. 
People of taste find it worthy of a place 
in well furnished homes. It is called 
“The Davenport With A Secret.” 


In some good furniture store near you, you 
will find Northfield fibre suites together with 
overstuffed and period suites on display. 
May we suggest a visit to this store? 





THE NORTHFIELD COMPANY 
Makers of Good Furniture 
SHEBOYGAN WISCONSIN 


1825 


MARTIN 


BOULEVARD 
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Taz ‘*Boa’’ 1s Gore 
HE Princesse Galitzine—Madame Bonnell 
—wears her hair drawn smoothly back 
from her forehead and knotted in a flat 
“bun” low on the neck. She affects the sim- 
plest of frocks for evening, wearing mauve 
very often, although that night she appeared 
like a frosted fairy in a white frock sprinkled 
with brilhants. The Duchesse de Vendome, 
who usually wears cyclamen in the evening, 
wore bright green, with a half garland of 
pink roses on the left hip, and a width of 
| bright green tulle falling from the right shoul- 
der in the back to the floor. Her daughter, 
Princesse Genevieve de Bourbon, was clad in 
silver lace with a scarf girdle of silver lace tied 
in front. z 
The Princesse de Kapurthala wore a 
straight frock of palest rose beaded with 
crystal and her pale rose ostrich feather fan 
was the largest ever seen—a perfect forest of 
waving plumes. A mauve feather fan seen at 
|  Ciro’s a few nights ago—pale mauve plumes 
shaded to deep cyclamen at the tips—was 
sprinkled with star-dust—the glittering thing 
very pretty with a simple frock of pale rose 
crépe de Chine. 


Ar Crro’s 


N ANY beaded frocks were worn at Ciro’s— 
black tulle beaded with coral over a slim 
black satin slip, pale rose crépe de Chine or 
Georgette beaded with crystal tubes, réséda 
green crépe embroidered with green beads, 
cream or flesh-pink tulle beaded with green 
and rose. A slender dark-haired woman 
dining with the Grand Duke Dimitri wore a 
white frock—a Chanel model—embroidered 
with glittering white stones. 

One dines now during the week at Ciro’s, 
where tables must be reserved and dinner 
ordered several days in advance, and where 
shortly after ten o’clock tables are whisked 
away from under the very noses of the diners 
to make room for the dancers who crowd the 
cleared space until midnight, when wraps and 

| autos are ordered and they go on to finish the 
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Robert HMich 
Concluded 


But the terrible, the frightful thing is, that I 
know at that moment he believed that I 
hated him. Men can believe such a thing! 
At last, when [had emptied myself of hatred 
and bitterness—hatred of the moment, false 
hatred—I stopped speaking. He stood for a 
moment. Then he turned. I heard his feet 
trampling on the brushwood. The trees 
and the mists took him. 

“When I went back to the chdteau, night 
had fallen and his servant came to tell me 
his master had left in the motor for Paris. 

** ‘Who went with him?’ I asked. 

“He told me no one. Andrew had gone 
alone, driving himself. Mr. Strickland, that 
same night he was killed on the road to Paris, 
near a village. Two villagers saw it. They 
said he was driving fiercely, at something like 
seventy miles an hour. A dog ran out. He 
tried to avoid it. The car struck a bank. 
It was the end. 

“It was the end for him. 
“T received his dead body, Mr. Strickiand 
—that was all.” 

Strickland, without knowing why, had 
instinctively got on to his feet. She held out 
her hand, put it on his arm. 

‘They laid him down before me, and I 
couldn’t tell him the truth. Can you under- 
stand what that meant to me?” 





At the age of fifteen Frté 
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night at the Caveau de la Révolution in the 
Palais Royal, where under the low heavy 
stone arches, wreathed fantastically with the 
blue smoke of many cigarets, a slender white- 
shouldered girl with scornful eyes and a mouth 
like a red flower sings at intervals her stormy 
songs. 


ANOTHER PLACE TO DIxeE 


AX ODD place—the Caveau Desmoulins— 
reached by a narrow steep stair bet ween 
two heavy walls covered with the most 
bizarre of papiers peints. The long low room, 
with a tiny stage at one end, is filled with 
tables ranged in rows before cushioned arm- 
chairs placed against the wall—each table 
bearing from one to several bottles of doubt- 
ful, but very expensive, champagne and « 
small blue jug containing a yellow flower, the 
souci. 

This room is lighted, but under the heavy 
stone arches which stretch away row after 
row, bending their backs to the task of sup- 
porting the heavy pile of the Palais Royal, 
there are no lights. Through the smoke. 
wreaths we glimpse the dancers dimly in the 
shad-ws under the arched stone. A woman 
in a red gown—she was an actress in Russia 
before the Revolution—sings Russian folk- 
songs to mad music. 

All night long, people drift in and out of 
the cave, contributing their quota of tobacco 
smoke and scent—Russian grand-dukes and 
princesses of the old régime, artists, writers, 
painted ladies, groups of theatergoers jn 
cloaks of rich brocade and turbans of gold 
and silver “doing” the night resorts, a wise 
man from the East who sits solemnly for 
hours before his half-filled glass seeing every- 
thing and looking at nothing, his hands toying 
constantly with a rope of amber beads—all 
night long, until the gray dawn creeps under 
the columns of the old palace of Richelieu and 
a gray rain drives into the faces of the de- 
parting revelers, as they step into their 
waiting autos; and the cabaret cat emerges 
from a dark corner with its limp gray break- 
fast in its mouth. van Campen Stewart. 
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‘*Perhaps—partly,”” he almost whispered. 

“That's all I can tell you. Mr. Strickland, 
don’t be false to your heart. That is death. 
Jeanne loves you. She is ill—” 

“TH!” said Strickland. 

‘“Yes—because she is starving, I think 
That’s why I came. That’s why I have told 
you. I don’t know, of course, how much you 
love her, or if you love her. But I thought I 
would just give you the chance to profit by 
my tragedy, if you care at all. That day, 
in the Calais express, before you, I went down 
into the bottom of understanding of what 
I had done, and what it meant. I wonder 
now whether you had anything to do with 
that. I don’t know. All I know is that till 
that moment, since Andrew’s death, I hadn't 
shed a tear.’ 

She went to the sofa and picked up her fur 
coat. Strickland helped her to put it on. 


HEN she said good-by she gave him 2 
slip of paper. 
** Jeanne’s address in Paris,” she said. 
Those were her last words to Strickland. 
On the following morning Strickland 
started for Paris. 


(The End.) 





was contributing to a fashion 


magazine published in Petrograd. His work has improved 
every year since then. Harper's Bazar is the only maga- 


cine published in America 


in which kis drawings appear. 








= ST Se ee ae ee ee ee ee ee, a a ae ee 

















for 


FEBRU 


AR) 


1923 





is sold. 


adhesive plaster. 


neck, arms, 





“ASML TCC CO COCO OOOO COOL 


after using it once. 


* DeMin acle 


ry 


DSM rack 





Hair Roots Cannot Be 
Destroyed With Sealing Wax 


E will forfeit $10,000.00 if it can be proved that 
any sealing wax ever destroyed a single hair root. 


Do not buy anything for removing hair unless you get a 
promise that your money will be refunded if you are dissatisfied 


This is the guarantee under which DeMiracle 


Pulling hair out with sealing wax is painful. It does not destroy 
hair roots but does enlarge the pores. 
way to prove this is to try pulling hair out with a small piece of 


Remember, DeMiracle is the only method that has ever been 
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take their morning stroll in Hyde 


Park. 


FRANK F. 


Dog Department 


fashions in clothes. 
adays would boast the possession 
Yet years ago 
adorned almost every 


almost as much as 


In Paris at present the fashionable 
dog seems to be the aristocratic 


Fashions in Dogs- 


In New York—well, in New York, 
it is difficult to say whether the 
terrier or the Police Dog, the Peke 
or the Collie or any one of six other 
breeds is most successful in court- 
ing fashionable favor. 


Who now- 


Whichever breed it is you want, be 
assured of this: 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


‘*LE DROIT DU SEIGNEUR”’ 


Adela Rogers 


St. Johns’ Story 


(Continued from page 67) 


for her heart had suddenly come into her 
throat at some look in his eyes, and at a 
belated realization of who he was and what 
he looked like as he stood there. 

Eve Aleshire, who had gone to France to 
drive an ambulance before the war was six 
months old, had known a good many men 
well. But she had known them chiefly as 
comrades under stress of tremendous diffi- 
culties, stupendous excitements, abnormal 
circumstances. 

She had never in her life—for she had been 
an unawakened twenty when she went across 
come upon a man whose business it was to 
charm women, a man who played the love 
game as she played tennis, who found women 
the most thrilling sport in the world. 

Nor, of course, had she ever seen a man 
like Pat Sargent. 

Nobody—not even dramatic critics who 
should be able to explain everything—had 
ever been able to solve Pat Sargent entirely. 

He simply was. Over the dead bodies, as 
it were, of the first decade of motion picture 
heroes with their almost feminine beauty, his 
vital, virile good looks had swept him into a 
unique position, where his hordes of enthu- 
siastic followers included men and children, 
as well as women of all ages, types and classes. 
It was not his good looks alone, though thev 
were sufficient. It was his smile—his manner, 
his whole, sweet, irresistible, lovable per- 
sonality. 

His director had explained something of it 
to his wife only the evening before. 

“T van hate that guy’s insides,” he said, 
after a hard day’s work at the studio with 
him, ‘‘for the careless, selfish, cold-blooded 
son of a gun he is. And I can sit here to-night 
thinking up the things I’m going to say to 
him to-morrow and the insults I’m going to 
pass him when he shows up two hours late 
in the morning. But when he comes along 
with that smile of his, and that look in his 
eyes, and puts his arm around my shoulder 
and says, ‘Hello, Sam, how's the baby?’ I-— 
damn it—I'll sit there like a poor saphead and 
smile and say: ‘Just fine, Pat, my boy. 
How’s your missus?’ He gets around every- 
body in the world—that big egg. There's 
nothing right about it. “Tisn’t only me. 
And it’s not only the women, either. It’s 
everybody—from the electricians and the 
grips right up to the president of the com- 
pany. It makes me sick.” 

Every last voltage of this charm was turned 
on as he stood in the doorway looking at Eve 
Aleshire. He had changed into his street 
costume—soft shirt, white flannels, tennis 
shoes, with apparently nothing underneath 
but his own brown skin and fine muscles. 
He was as natural and kindly as a boy, as 
pleased with her and with himself. There 
was not the least trace in his manner that he 
was probably the most famous movie star 
in the world and bore one of the three best 
known names in the universe. 

“Say,” he said quickly, ““haven’t you a 
change? That’s a shame. Wait a minute. 
I'll bet I can fix you up. Take a shower and 
I'll see what I can find. I'll throw it through 
the door.” 





E WAS gone and Eve felt the blood 
drain slowly back to her heart. She 
stood like that, her lids closed over the vision 
in her eyes, until she heard him outside. 
Then she dived frantically into the icy shower. 
The door opened and he called softly: 
“Here—it’s not much. Clean—underthings 
I had in the car. And a blue sport skirt. I 
got it from a friend of mine that was in the 
limousine and could go home without it ’— 
he chuckled—‘‘and there’s a motor coat of 
mine. Wrap up in them and I'll bring the 
car around and take you home.” 

Eve had not grasped what that meant 
until! she saw the crowds that lined the road 
and blocked her short path from the dressing 
shacks to the hig red touring car. Her short 
hair was still wet and very curly from the 
shower and she had wrapped herself: in the 
big. soft brown coat. 

Every one stared at her. First she thought 
it was her appearance. Or, she wondered, 
had they actually seen and appreciated that 
stroke of hers? Then common sense told her 
it was because she was the girl Pat Sargent 
was taking home and she blushed scarlet 
under her tan. She saw another little extra 
girl who had come out in the big bus with her 
that morning, gazing at her with amazement 
and envy in her round eyes. The director 
came up to speak to Pat Sargent, stopped, 
smiled oddly and then took off his hat. He 
even remembered Miss Aleshire’s name and 
thanked her for her help—which he had neg- 
lected to do when she came off the polo 
field. 

The car purred, leaped ahead in a cloud of 
dust and scattering people. The chauffeur 
swung smoothly into the boulevard, skim- 
ming along between the rows of gorgeous 
trees, stately, feathery peppers with dashes 
of scarlet berries here and there. Ahead, 


they seemed to be driving straight into a 
bank of summer clouds, tinted a faint gold 
and rose around the edges. 

Eve relaxed utterly, drooping her head 
back against the cushions, taking deep, even 
breaths to ease the aching of her lower lungs. 

Pat Sargent watched her with a smile. 
His voice was concerned, intimate. 

“How long have you been working at the 
studio?”’ 

“About a month—off and on.” 

“Oh!—I thought I hadn’t seen you before.” 

Eve laughed. ‘Well, I’m only an extra 
girl.” 

“Well,” said Sargent, “I generally notice 
the new—people on the lot.” 

Then, “Tired?” 

“Yes,”’ said Eve contentedly. 


7 VE lighted her second cigaret and drank 
at a single gulp the glass of iced tea 
June had brought out onto the balcony. 

“That's wonderful,” she said with relish, 
smiling across at young Del Hendricks who, 
likewise occupied, had a large piece of ice in 
his mouth and could only nod vigorously. 

“Hi, Junie!’ called Eve, puffing luxuri- 
ously. **Come back here. I want to tell you 
something.” 

June Tarvin, a small, round-bosomed girl 
with exquisite blue eyes set in a round 
motherly young face, came and sat down 
beside Eve in the old canvas hammock. 

The balcony, a crude, rickety affair of un- 
painted wood. overhung the canyon below 
by a hundred feet. It was built out from the 
tiny shack where Eve Aleshire and June lived 
together—a shack hanging on the edge of the 
hillside in Laurel Canyon. 

Del—who was an art director and a very 
good one and had gone to France and later 
to Germany with the Rainbow Division— 
was a bit afraid of Eve. He admired her, 
but she had that something—that something 
of crisp speech and self-confidence and au- 
thority that made him think of certain En- 
glish women he had glimpsed in London, 
women of rank and position. 

“What's the news?” asked June, who had 
not abandoned her nursing when the war 
ended and was trying to overcome a terrific 
impatience with patients who “made such a 
fuss about nothing” as she put it. 

“T’m going to play a part, a really decent 
one, in Pat's new picture.” 

June did not answer at once. She watched, 
a little concerned, as Eve lighted her third 
cigaret. Much cigaret smoking had always 
been a bad sign, in the days when Eve drove 
an ambulance. 

“How did you happen to get it?’ she 
asked. 

Eve quirked up the corner of her eyebrow. 
“Woman, how dare you ask? My remarkable 
beauty and dramatic genius, of course. But 
at that, everybody has been awfully nice to 
me at the studio lately.” 

The afternoon sun had begun to fade and 
the shadows across the balcony lay like the 
laces of a mantilla on Eve’s face. No one 
broke the twilight silence. 

June was thinking of Eve—of the splendid, 
heroic, kind things she had seen her do—and 
was trying to decide without any special 
moral concern, if she could do anything to 
prevent her being hurt now. 

Del was wondering—wondering what and 
where she came from, this slim, tanned, confi- 
dent girl, so different from the girls he had 
known in his years of studio experience. If 
there was anything he could do to protect her, 
if she wanted protection, and if he himself 
were not falling in love with her. 

By chance, Eve’s thoughts might have 
answered his first question. 

She was thinking of her girlhood, when with 
her pony and dogs she had possessed the 
barren acres of her father’s debt-ridden and 
decadent estate upon the Hudson. Her 
mother had died when she was born. She 
supposed there must have been women about, 
but she never recalled anyone clearly except 
her father—a tall, lazy man, with a ready 
smile, an insatiable thirst and no money. In 
fact there had never been any money since 
Eve could remember. Though the Aleshires 
were one of the oldest New York families and 
the name had stood for many fine things, now 
Eve was the last of them. Her father had 
been killed in the Argonne, serving with the 
camouflage department. 


T HAD seemed the natural thing, the only 

thing, for her to get into the war as soon 
after Belgium as possible. 

She had been decorated, and when the war 
ended she had spent a rather long time with 
Lady Halldale in England. She had—though 
she herself vigorously denied it—saved the life 
of Lady Halldale’s only son, and the grateful 
Englishwoman did all in her power to repay 
the girl. But it was “after the war” time in 
England and, though she loved the horses and 
Lady Halldale, Eve was very weary of the war. 

(Continued on page 109) 
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She longed inexpressibly for places that had 
not been touched by it at all. 

Perhaps that was why she chose pictures as 
a possible means of making her living. There 
was no one to forbid or even advise her. She 
had no profession which, as she put it, was 
any use in peace time. She could do a great 
many things well—ride, swim, drive a car, 
play tennis, golf, and even polo. She was 
quite destitute and she had no friends nor 
relatives to whom she cared to go. She had 
been independent too long. 

Lady Halldale had insisted upon giving her 
a rather complete and expensive wardrobe in 
which to enjoy her stay at Halldale Hall. 
And the thought of Hollywood, of which she 
had read a great deal, as being absolutely dif- 
ferent, warm, free, careless, full of fun and 
laughter and love, was very appealing. She 
was fed up with work and service and hard- 
ship. She wanted a lot of playtime. 

So she persuaded June Tarvin, who merely 
intended to keep up her nursing anyway, to 
go to California with her 

The casting director to whom she first 
applied had been perfectly frank with her. 
He was a man of remarkable insight and 
understanding and he saw that was what she 
wanted. 

‘You're too old and too set and not pretty 
e nough to be a star or even a leading woman, 
ever,” he told her—he had once been a failure 
as an operatic tenor, but he had a positive 
genius for selection of type and discovery of 
talent. ‘‘But you’re a good type for smaller 
stuff. You've a lot of class—a lot of class— 
and if you can do half the things well you 
say you can, I don’t see any reason why, in a 
year or two, you shouldn't make a good 
second woman or even a heavy, and if by 
any chance you learn to act, you might even 
do characters. In the meantime, though it’s 
a bad season, I like your war record’’—Eve 
flushed scarlet with rage—‘‘and I'll put you 
on as a guaranteed extra—that is, Ill guar- 
antee you three days’ work a week at seven 
and a half a day. You can work at any of 
the other studios if we don’t want you and 
you get a chance. If you can live on that 
until you get camera-wise and I can tell 
something about the way you screen and 
whether you have an ounce of ability, you 
may find yourself in a position to earn your 
two hundred bucks a week for a good many 
years. And that’s all I’d do for Venus herself 
if she rose out of the drinking fountain under- 
neath my window. Take it or leave it, my 
dear young lady.” 

Eve took it. 

Immensely she enjoyed her work. The 
world of the studio. 

Its intrigues, politics, morals, love afiairs, 
gossip, atmosphere and work. Its colorful- 
ness, its constant change, its gorgeous sets, 
its fantastic costumes, its ability to work and 
play at the same time, its easy familiarity and 
its cold snobbishness, its utter indifference to 
the outside world and what went on there, 
fascinated her. Emotions more deadly, situ- 
ations more grotesque, possibilities more 
startling than any she had ever seen, flowed 
just beneath the surface. The strange vo- 
cabulary, the constant parade of famous per- 
sonages, authors, designers, painters, musi- 
cians, stars, thrilled her. The extreme frank- 
ness and the unconcern with which people 
knew and discussed every phase of the lives 
of those about them. Nothing was hidden. 
Nothing sacred. ‘‘Dirt”’ they calledit. And 
it covered everything from some mighty pro- 
ducer’s last spree to why a certain star fired 
her director and what a famous comedian 
drank before going to bed. 

She was intelligent and she tried to learn. 
Above all, she was that indefinable something 
called a lady. Nothing phased her. Her 
insolent, carelessly voiced criticism of a scene 
which the director believed to represent an 
English ball in a country house almost got 
her thrown off the lot by one director. But 
Del Hendricks happened to be the art director 
of that company and since Eve was absolutely 
correct and he chanced to know it, she got 
away with it. 


OW for some time she had noticed a change 
in the atmosphere of the studio so far as 
she was concerned. 

Now there was a new, odd deference. She 
felt as an obscure lady-in-waiting of the ancient 
French court must have felt when the favor 
of the king fell suddenly upon her. 

The wardrobe mistress allowed her the first 
selection of gowns. The hairdresser gossiped 
with her as she arranged a costume wig— 
the last degree of initiation, since Fanny 


dressed the stars, too, and was a snob from 
her gray head to her broad and capable 
Swedish toes. Even Mr. Whiteley, the _ 
pous studio manager, began to call her “Eve. 
And Miss Kirby, a new and therefore upstage 
star, offered her a ride in her limousine one 
afternoon. 

“That is, if Mr. Sargent isn’t through work 
yet,” said Kathleen Kirby, with the piquant 
smile that had made her famous. ‘Perhaps 
he was going to take you home.’ 

“No,” said Eve, and accepted the ride, 
lifting her own brows in such real and chilling 
hauteur that the little star failed utterly in 
the purpose of the drive. 

That very morning, when the casting direc 
tor sent for her, she had noticed the thing in 
the manner of his secretary, who had pre- 
viously regarded her with the cold suspicion 
and disdain she accorded those not yet proved 
worthy. 

“He'll see you in just a moment, Miss 
Aleshire,”’ she said. 

Eve sat down by the low window, her arms 
on the sill, deep in thought concerning some- 
thing Aline Campbell had said to her. 

‘You're in luck, honey, but it won’t last 
long. Make the most of it. All you'll get 
is what you get, you know. You're the kind 
can hold out a long while, so you’re the one 
that’s holding a club. Use it. Get all you 
can. I’m telling you.” 

Perhaps it was because she was so deep in 
thought, trying to figure this out, that her 
heart began to beat madly and her breath 
to flutter in her throat like a singing bird when 
Pat, strolling by on his way to his set, paused 
beneath the window, his eyes level with hers, 
and said softly: 

: Good morning, Eve in the garden of 
Eden.” 

Good morning, Saint Patrick,” she said 
saucily, in spite of the icy cold in the palms 
of her hands. She had early learned that it 
was part of the studio tradition never to be at 
a loss for an answer, never to lose your as- 
surance or to be “‘stumped”’ by anything. 

This was one of her charms for Sargent— 
that she was never disconcerted. She had a 
cool insouciance, a boyish, unawakened fear- 
lessness that constantly baited him. She was 
like a long, cool lemonade, after too many ice- 
cream sodas. 

The women he had known lately had been 
of one type—perfumed, exotic little creatures 
of the studios, whether small or great, who 
had absorbed worldly wisdom and experience 
through the pores of their feet since they were 
born. Over-ripe, cloying women of the social 
world. Worn out women, seeking, searching 
for a kick. 

Eve never used perfume—except some 
clean, faintly medicinal lotion on her skin. 
Her hair, short and curly and unruly, had a 
fragrance of its own, like river sage with the 
hot sun on it. She was strong, well condi- 
tioned, clean, sweet of herself. 


ND she was unconquered, a _ positive 
challenge to a man so woman-weary he 
no longer believed a conquest could be neces- 
sary. He had been asked for his kisses. That 
was the thing he could never forgive woman- 
kind. They had robbed him of his birthright 
of the hunter. Moreover, Eve was no child. 
She was an extremely assured, cultivated 
woman of the world. and it was fair game. 
Sargent did not know the Goethe theory that 
woman should be used by an artist merely as 
a means of increasing his esthetic sensibilities. 
Had he known, he would have admitted the 
conditions in order to subscribe to it. 

He collected women as some men collect 
paintings. 

Also, since Pat Sargent himself had been 
the son of a housemaid and a soldier in the 
ranks, it impressed him that Eve Aleshire 
was unquestionably the real thing. He had 
not known many girls like her for all his fame 
and success. 

All this was by no means necessary to 
attract him to Eve primarily or for the 
moment. But it kept him interested and 
patient during the long period of gaining her 
trust and friendship. 

Besides, she was the only one of the girls 
on the lot whom he did not already know 
well, who interested him in the least. And 
he was too busy to range far afield. 

He touched her cheek, now, with one finger, 
exploringly. And because his face was so 
close to hers that her nostrils drank the scent 
of his shaving water, and his eyes held their 
hot, golden light, and his finger on her cheek 
was sweet and hesitant and boyish, she could 

(Continued on page 110) 
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— Give commonplace rooms distinction 
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World-Famed 
Beauty Scientist 
Helena Rubinstein. 


“Before Going Out 
These Cold Days,” 


Mme. Rubinstein says: 


“put an active barrier be- 
tween the climate and your 
complexion. 


Don’t simply veneer the face 
with an inactive cover-all 
that will keep your skin 
from breathing. 


Help your skin to work—to glow 
with real activity. Then it can 
defend itself against the cold 
winds that chap sensitive skins, 
crack tender lips, and redden 
lily-white noses. 


But be sure to use the proper pro- 
tection for your skin. Choose 
your individual prescription from 
these quick, day-time  treat- 
ments.” 








With 
Oily Skin 


With 
Dry Skin 


For the Debutante 


Cleanse with Valaze Beauty Grains. Protect with 
Valaze Balm Rose. Finish with Valaze Complexion 
Powder, and Crushed Rose Leaves Rouge. 

Valaze Cleansing and Massage Cream. Balm Rose 
for protective foundation. Follow with Novena 
Powder and Rouge en Creme in proper tint. 











With 
Oily Skin 


For Young Matrons 
Wash with Valaze Beauty Grains. Invigorate with 
Skin-toning Lotion. Remove shine with Liquidine. 
Finish with Balm Rose, Valaze Powder and Crushed 
Rose Leaves. 

Cleansing and Massage Cream. Stimulate with Skin- 
toning Lotion, Special. Finish with Balm Rose, 
Novena Powder and Rouge en Creme in proper tint. 
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Dry Skin 





If You Are Elderly 
Cleansingand MassageCream. Invigorate withEau Qui 
Pique. Calm with Emailline. Finish with Balm Rose, 
Valaze Powder, and Crushed Rose Leaves Rouge. 
Cleansing and Massage Cream. Stimulate with Eau 
Verte. Follow with Emailline and Skin-toning Lotion, 
Special. Finish with Novena Powder and Rouge en 
Creme. 
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ditions of skin 


and shiny skins. 
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$1.00 ro $5.50. 





Valaze Cleansing and Massage Cream 
cleans every pore thoroughly ; soothes, 
softens and protects from exposure. 
$1.00 and $1.75. 
Valaze Beauty Grains—a penetrative 
wash in place of soap. Corrects oiliness; 
overcomes blackheads. $1.25 and $2.50 
Valaze Skin-toning Lotion—a real tonic 
with astringent effect. Closes pores and 
serves as excellent day-cleanser. $1.25 


Valaze Skin-toning Lotion, Special—a 
mildly active tonic for sensitive skins. 
Soothes and prevents wrinkles. $2.25 


all regular tints with the new shades, 
Peaches and Cream, and Ochre. $1.00 


Valaze Novena Powder—Prepared with 
rich cream base to nourish and protect 
dry skins. Same shades as Valaze Powder. 


Paris 
126 Rue du Fg. St. Honore 


Valaze Liquidine—overcomes shininess 
and adds refined “mat” finish. Whitens 
fur-stained throats. $2.00 and $3.50. 
Valaze Emailline—a cream that tones, 
calms and strengthens. Adds richness and 
lustre. May be used by every type. $1.75 
and $3.50. 

Valaze Eau Qui Pique—a strong stimu- 
lant that banishes faded appearance and 
discoloration. Gives unusually quick re- 
sults. $3.00 and $6.00. 

Valaze Eau Verte—a special lotion for 
dry, lined skins. Whitens and nourishes; 
tightens relaxed, tired muscles. $3.00 
and $6.00. 





Valaze Balm Rose—the exquisite foundation for make-up for all ages and all con- 


Tones and softens; makes powder cling; protects from cold winds. 


$1.75 and $3.50. 
Valaze Complexion Powder for normal | Valaze Crushed Rose Leaves—a com- 


pressed rouge. Most natural tints for 
every type with many new French shades 
including Tangerine and Raspberry. 
$1.00, $2.00 and $3.50. 

Valaze Rouge en Creme — especially 
good for the dry skin. Fruit-like tints to 
harmonize with every skin. $2.00, $3.50 
and $5.00. 


Pure, fine, clinging. In 


Valaze Preparations are represented in practically all cities. If 
you cannot obtain them in your town, write Mme. Rubinstein 
direct and suggest a dealer best fitted to represent her. 


Helena’ Richinplin 


46 West 57th St., New York City 
Chicago 


30 North Michigan Ave. 


London 


24 Grafton St., W. 1 
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not answer him, but sat powerless, all her 
cool self-possession melted and responding— 
nay, even calling him. 

And that pleased him immensely. 


THE casting director banged out of his 
inner sanctum then and smiled at her. 
saying brusquely to Sargent: “Run along 
Pat. I want this young lady for business.” 

Pat only laughed, without taking his eyes 
from Eve, and said audibly and intimately to 
her, “If I come up after dinner, will you make 
me some coffee?” 

“Yes,” said Eve, and even had her face been 
calm she could not have kept out the thrush 
note—the new spring sob of the cuckoo—had 
she known it was there. Though she knew it 
was silly and though she fought against it with 
all her might, she felt a sudden sense of pride 
and possession and being possessed, much 
more than she had felt when the queen pre- 
sented her with a medal before a great many 
people. In the manner of the casting director, 
the look of the stenographer, the curiosity of 
the other people waiting, she found a deep 
and heady draught of exaltation and encour- 
agement. 

** Well,” said the casting director a moment 
later as he offered her a cigaret in his office, 
“you're coming on, young lady.” 

Eve, with an intense reaction of depression, 
nodded. 

“Quite coming on. So that I'm going to 
give you a part, though you've only been here 
four months. That’s pretty swift work. 
But—though you photograph better than I 
thought and your work shows intelligence it 
nothing else—it isn’t altogether my doings. 
Mr. Bennett—Sargent's director’’—he smiled 
grimly—‘‘has asked for you. He says he’s 
always remembered that you pulled him out 
of a hole on that polo thing and he has an 
athletic part now that he thinks you can do— 
a second lead.” 

He paused, watching her, as she smoked 
easily. Again he was impressed by the assur- 
ance of her poise. 

“How old are you, Eve?” he asked. 

“Almost twenty-seven.” 

“Almost twenty-seven,” he mused a 
moment, his wise, hard, understanding eyes 
on her face, that had cooled so horribly since 
she came into his office, as a flame of shavings 
cools gray. ‘‘Old enough to look after your- 
self, then, I suppose?” 

Eve laughed. “Quite, I should think.” 
she said. ‘And thanks forthe part. You've 
been a positive angel to me, always. When 
I’m a success you shall have all the credit.” 


UT after she had gone, the casting director 
sat staring at the wall before him, where 
hung the likenesses of many famous women. 
He was still frowning at them when his 
secretary answered his buzzer and that eftfi- 
cient young woman heard him mutter fiercely 
something about “droit du seigneur.” 

She did not know what that meant and 
she did not ask him, but being an observant 
and ambitious young woman she went into 
the research department later and looked it 
up. She was surprised to find that it referred 
to an ancient feudal tradition concerning the 
rights of the lord of the manor over the girls 
and young women of his estate. 

She was glad to know about it, but she could 
not imagine what the casting director had 
been thinking about when he muttered it so 
damningly. 

Nor would Eve, sitting on her balcony with 
the stream of her thoughts flowing resistlessly 
again to Pat Sargent, have been able to see 
any connection between it and herself. 

Eve knew that she had fallen in love with 
all the madness, the gorgeous, corroding, 
pulsing madness of a forceful nature—fallen 
in love at an age when her capacity to feel 
and to experience had been developed to the 
full. What the end must be, with a man like 
Pat Sargent who was already married, struck 
as repeatedly in her brain as the desire for him 
struck in her heartbeats. She did not sup- 
pose that any girl could have resisted those 
long, ardent weeks of Pat’s wooing, unless her 
heart was already full of a love that could 
know naught else. From what she had seen 
and heard, few would have resisted so long. 

Del Hendricks had said good-by now— 
rather wistfully—and drifted down the canyon 
in his rattletrap car. A fine boy. He wanted 
to marry, to have a home. Consequently, he 
swore softly as he slid down the grade. As 
well as though he were part of it, Del knew 
what was happening and was to happen. He 
would have understood what the casting 
director meant. 


HE two girls continued to sit there. The 

last of the sun had gone and the canyon 
below lay in a plush shadow like the deep 
nave of a church. The balcony alone held 
the last drops of daylight, pure and pale and 
exquisite as a young mother’s cheek. 

“You know he’s married. Eve,’ June 
stated solidly. 


St. Johns’ Story 
< Yes.”’ 
“Do you know anything about—her?” 
“a Jo." 
“Has he ever spoken of it—of her——?” 
“No.” 


“Haven't you ever heard things about her 
from anyone else?’’ asked June, with gentle 


persistence. 
“No—yes. She’s handsome. Has every- 
thing. I think she’s very rich herself. Aline 


Campbell told me they didn’t get along at all. 
She has other affairs, too. They live separate 
lives. Why, they must. Why, I’ve never 
seen her nor heard a word of her. She's 
artistically inclined—paints. But—as de- 
tached. You know yourself Pat's always free 
to come and go as he pleases.” 

As a matter of fact, Eve believed all this. 
Her particular code, which was almost alto- 
gether a result of the war, forbade her taking 
anything that belonged to anyone else. She 
had seen Belgium. She would not have inter- 
fered between a man and his wife, if that inter- 
ference were to have an effect on their married 
life. She had never been married and she 
did not understand that any outside emotion 
has an effect upon marriage. 

She was absolutely convinced by all the 
circumstances that anything she did would 
make no difference at all to Pat Sargent’s 
wife. Instinctively, however, she had put 
aside the idea of divorce as impossible. She 
could not have told why. 

Still, she would have been utterly dum- 
founded to discover that Pat Sargent’s wife 
was a woman ten years older than himself, 
an artist of considerable renown, who adored 
her husband but philosophically understood 
him and knew him to be intellectually her 
inferior. That actually the Sargents’ home 
life was not so different from that of many 
other homes. That Mrs. Sargent simply sur- 
rounded herself with an intellectual group of 
rising artists, since she could not change the 
fact that her husband chose his companions 
elsewhere. 

June moved closer to the girl. The dark- 
ness—the late darkness of California summer 
—fell suddenly. The last of the sun was gone. 
A little bird in a near-by nest chirped with a 
frightened note. 

Beyond the farthest hill, a pale, silvery 
crescent of a moon rose and gilded the waving 
trees like a passionate night lamp. 

The faint breath of wind bore up a shower 
of honeysuckle and eucalyptus. 

Below, the purring of a giant motor car 
beginning an ascent broke the silence. 

June got up and went indoors. 


“ TVE—Eve—Eve, your name suits you.” 
“Why?” ‘ 

“Oh, I don’t know! Eve—in the garden. 
Newly created. All the world of love before 
her. The first woman.” 

“T never thought much of Eve myself.” 

“No? Why not?” 

“She always seemed rather silly to me. 
Eating the apple when she knew she shouldn’t 
and then blaming it on the poor old snake. I 
hate people that don’t take their medicine.” 

** Adam blamed it on Eve.” 

“Oh, well—men!” 

He laughed aloud with delight at that and 
turned on his side to touch the soft curve of 
her throat with a blade of grass he had picked. 


" WAS he who had suggested their moonlight 
picnic—for the moon was full now. They 
were half through with the picture and both 
Sargent and Eve were tired. The long days 
in the studio under the lights were very hot 
and Eve’s eyes, unaccustomed to the Kliegs, 
were bothering her. But her work was prov- 
ing satisfactory and now no day left her hun- 
gry for a vision of Pat. 

She had discovered, too, that for some 
reason Pat liked her in an outdoor setting. 
He never took her to cafés, to dance halls, to 
parties, although she knew he went himself. 

Here in this little hillside canyon, where 
there was still some green grass, where the sky 
was a goddess’s jewel casket, he was strangely 
content, strangely young. 

They had eaten the supper which June 
had packed with unsteady fingers. Fried 
chicken. Deviled eggs. A wonderful fruit 
salad. They had drunk some of the home 
brew beer—which Eve detested. 

“*So—it’s ‘oh, well, men,’ eh? Do you 
include me in that—that tone of voice?” 

“You're not a man. You're a big, funny 
boy.” 

“Really? Well, I should think bovs were 
worse than men. Aren’t they?” 

“I don’t know. Don’t know any well 
enough to say.” 

“Don’t you consider you know me fairly 
well?” 

** Sometimes.” 

“T'm perfectly willing you should know me 
better. As well as you like. Nothing up- 
stage about me. I’m—at your service.” 

“T like you just as we are.” 

(Continued on page 111) 
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“T know you do—you young iceberg.” 

Then Eve laughed—the magnificent laugh- 
ter of a child dancing upon the deck of a 
doomed ship, laughter spiced with romance 
and daring and cruelty. She felt so much 
mistress of the situation. He knew that she 
did. That had been his intention. From 
where she sat above him, his face framed in 
the dark grass was a marvel to her. She 
gazed down upon it as soul filled, as sense 
tilled, as Narcissus worshiping at his pool. 
And suddenly, to be nearer, she bent and 
kissed him, on the eyes and on the forehead, 
once, and softly on the lips. 

He did not move. But his eyes held hers 

until she felt a gorgeous agony as she drew 
away, as though some part of her being had 
been wrenched irom her. 

Trembling, she picked up the guitar beside 
her, strumming it carelessly, and began to 
sing. She sang mostly things she had learned 
in the war camps of Europe, things written 
often by men who would never sing them 
again, but which nevertheless were full of 
fun and foolishness and defiance. 

“You sing like a nightingale,” he said. 

And because she knew she did not, she was 
doubly thrilled. 

A woman always knows her good points. 
It is about those she has not that she longs 
to be flattered. 

Eve stood up and held down her hands to 
him. 

“Come,” she 
to-morrow.” 

Pat Sargent rose. Eve was a tall girl, but 
her head did not quite reach his shoulder. 
He took her in his arms and held her there a 
long, thrilling, divine moment. He did not 
kiss her. Perhaps because he knew that she 
wanted him to so much. 

Then he took her straight home to June, 
who was sitting on the balcony watching the 
road—rather like Sister Anne in the fairy tale. 

Because he knew, as all men who know any- 
thing at all about women must know, that 
you must not argue with them, nor frighten 
them, nor make them angry, nor hurry them, 
until exactly the right moment—at least not 
those that are worth having in the end. 


said. “Nine o'clock call 


S LONG as she lived, Eve Aleshire never 
forgot her first sight of “‘ Eden.” 

Pat christened it, as they covered mile 
after mile of the long, monotonous coast 
road, between the rough brown wall of cliff 
and the infinite sapphire of the ocean—that 
was like a lady’s mantle edged with lace. 

“I've never named it,” he said, as the big 
touring car swung on. “Now I know why. 
It shall be Eden—Eden, for my Eve.” 

When, atter opening a series of barred and 
locked gates, they rounded the last curve that 
showed them the big, rambling, shingled 
bungalow set in a little cove entirely its own 
—a half moon of pure white sand running to 
the ocean in front and a gaunt half circle of 
steep rock cliff behind—Eve gasped with 
delight. 

Pat looked at his watch. The drive had 
been long. Both of them were tired— 
strained—worn fine as a cut diamond. It 
was already four o’clock of a Saturday after- 
noon. They had finished the picture that 
morning. 

“Let's take a swim to freshen us,” he 
said, ‘“‘and I'll tell Ito to have dinner at 
seven, if that suits you. 

Eve nodded coolly. There were little white 
brackets about her mouth. She felt as she 
had felt once after ten hours in an airplane. 
Her mind refused to respond. 

Her impression of the huge drawing-room 
was brief. A rough stone —, Grand 
piano. Enormous divans. A gilt harp. A 
strange, heady scent that she did not know. 
She only knew that it was there Pat left her. 
Again she thought of her airplane sensations— 
that little nausea when the winged thing first 
leaves the ground. She could not bear to be 
away from him. He had become the earth 
—the thing she lived by—the only reality 
in this day. 

An impassive Jap boy in immaculate white 
showed her to her own rooms. 

As she stood with her back against the 
closed door, the room gave Eve the most 
violent emotion she had ever known. Angrily, 
for the first time in her life, Eve wished beauty 
for herself. 

An ivory room, opening latticed French 
windows on a wide veranda that gave directly 
on the crawling, purple-green-blue sea. 
Gathered lace shades drawn to filter the sun- 
light to a pastel golden haze. A cream- 
colored fireplace and within it burning a 


Arnold Bennett's 


latest 


strange little colored flame—peacock and 
copper rose. No heat. Driftwood. On top 
of that piles and piles of dried rose leaves that 
filled the air with almost unbearable sweet- 


ness, like orange oil mingled in ether. Before 
it a wide satin couch of rose and silver. Deep 
as a ruby on a woman’s breast. A white 


bear rug. A full length, triple mirror with 
shaded lights—orchid and scarlet. A deli- 
cious writing-desk of unpolished mahogany. 
A wicker chaise longue with piles and piles of 
satin cushions, cushions you could drown in, 
at its head a delicate French table with a 
crystal bowl of lilies-of-the-valley and some 
books. 

Eve tiptoed to read their titles. 

Gautier’s ‘Mademoiselle de Maupin.’ 
Swinburne’s poems. The songs of Bilitis. 

She found a big sleeping porch. A dress- 
ing-room filled with built-in dressing tables 
and mirrors. As she opened the drawers, 
Eve found them crowded with everything 
invented for the adornment of woman. Per- 
fumes in exquisite bottles. 

Beyond that still, a sunken bath of ivory 
and rose tile, with a silk-curtained shower. 

Eve met her own strange, burning eyes in 
the mirror. Recoiled hotly. Her tanned 
young face, her short hair, her clear, unveiled 
eyes. Gauche, overgrown, weatherbeaten. 
Awkward. 

To have sold the rest of her life to the gods 
for one night’s perfect, enthralling beauty 
that a man could never, never forget. 

The house was utterly silent. 


SHE went into the dressing-room, opened 
her small, worn traveling bag and put on 
her swimming suit, a faded tan that had worn 
and fitted itself almost to a second skin. 

There was a robe of knitted blue silk across 
the chair. She threw this about her and went 
out. The fresh air shocked her like an arctic 
wind. On the porch a Jap boy met her with 
a tray. The long drink was the shade of an 
amethyst seen through candlelight. It 
smelled of incense. 

Pat was already lying on the beach. A 
deep breath shook him as she ran down the 
sand. 

A young water nymph—supple, closely 
knit, without an extra ounce of cool, firm 
flesh. Except for her tiny ankles, the slight 
curve of her breast, she might have been a 
young Greek boy. In the Luxembourg 
Gallery in Paris there is a Greek boy that 
thousands of years ago she might have—may 
have—posed for. Every inch of her that the 
one-piece diving suit left bare was a smooth, 
delicious tan. 

They lay side by side on the hot sand. 
Silent. Their hands locked so that they 
hurt hideously. Eve’s eyes were closed. 
She could not bear the golden light in his. 
No need for her to look upon him. The 
vision of him filled her to complete blindness 
for every other thing in the world. The 
perfection of him, the fine cleanness of limb 
and browned strength, coupled with the clean 
breath of the ocean and the warm feel of. the 
sand, gave her a joyous, wholesome feeling. 
Eden. There to create a new race, more 
strong. more beautiful than the race of Cain. 

When they came out of the water, the sun 
had begun to drown in a crimson sea. A 
shadow had crept over the sands. Hand in 
hand, like two frightened children, not daring 
to look at each other, they went silently into 
the house. 

As the first warm breath of the room 
touched her slim, wet body, Eve shivered. 
With infinite tenderness, Pat took her in his 
arms. And when he kissed her on the mouth, 
she swung down—down—into a pit of rose 
and silver and cold steel, as a woman swings 
on the pendulum of ether into the “little 
death in life.’ 


WHEN Eve awoke on Monday morning, 
she was in the big white bed on the 
sleeping porch. The hot, golden sunshine of 
midday was pouring in upon her through the 
drawn shades. 

She turned over, yawned, stretched her 
healthy young body and sat up. 

She was quite alone. 

Still smiling—Eve always smiled when she 
awoke, even if she had slept all night in a 
mudhole to the lullaby of big guns, as had 
once happened—she tiptoed into the other 
room. The shades were still drawn. There 
was no sound. 

She poked her curly head out the door. 

Instantly Ito appeared. 

““Madam have breakfast?” 

(Concluded on page 114) 
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Born of California sunshine and de- 
signed first to meet the exacting require- 
ments of Coronado, Santa Barbara and 
Del Monte, Meadowbrooks made quick 
conquest of America’s other famous so- 
ciety play places. 

Now — inevitably — their fame has 
spread. 


From London, Melbourne, Yokohama, 
Honolulu—even from Paris—the call has 
come. Milady may now secure Meadow- 
brooks — abroad,as at home — at those 
stores where she would expect to find the 
best. 
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he was far toc much the faithful Fido for her 
not to. He could fetch and carry admirably 
and she could make him play dead as dead. 
But his nose was the wrong shape and his eyes 
that ordinary sort of brown, and as for ro- 
mance and excitement—to her, William was 
just about as exciting as a chocolate malted 
milk. All of which things Willie, who was not 
stupid, perceived. But it was too late for him 
to change his nose or his eyes, and as for being 
exciting—he wanted to be most desperately, 
but she always got him so excited first when- 
ever he saw her that he never had a chance. 

She had listened to his proposal rather 
abstractedly, only paying attention when the 
time came for the usual sisterly replies. In- 
ternally she was wondering just where she 
was going from there. She made her début 
as a baby vampire and graduated swiftly into 
the expert class of catch-as-catch-can Prom 
favorites. For two years she had been as 
prominent in this réle as a saxophone in a 
modern jazz band. Now the same part of 
her mind that told her when to wear English 
sport stockings informed her that it was 
time to revamp. Flapperism was punctured. 
She would have to look out for a new incarna- 
tion and make it snappy, at that, before the 
rest of the world caught up with her. 

‘Well, anyhow,” the pitiful Willie pleaded, 

any how, Sheila, tell me there isn’t anybody 
P 

“W hy, Willie, 
want to get marned.” 
kind. 

\ trusted tooth that had been bothering 
Willie at intervals for the last three days 
jumped unexpectedly as if under a red-hot 

»oker. 

“Well—there’s that big (¢ veorge Follett— 
he’s around here all the time—” Willie per- 
sisted, his voice unusually peevish. 

Sheila frowned. That was tactless of 
Willie. Not that she thought she intended 
to marry George Follett—but he was a person 
who might fit in well with her new réle. A 
big, soft, handsome thirty-year-old, with a 
too pleasant voice and too pinky nails, who 
always managed to bring the conversation 

daringly around to semi-medical topics— 
Freud—birth-control—faith healing; a man 
who would say, “ Year lady,” who had Lived, 
who so frequently informed you that he had 
Lived, and yet—a change—a different flavor— 
a certain attraction. She considered him, he 
Faced Facts so firmly. An enemy might 
have said that those facts lay always somehow 
on the fringes of sex and that he not only 
Faced them continually but even dragged 
them out when nobody else would have found 
them there to Face—a slick, blond collie 
never weary of exhuming the same disrepu- 
ti ub le bone. Still—she saw herself in her new 
phase, a Free Soul, with a tired, wise smile, 
Facing Facts. 

Again Willie interrupted. “T’m_ always 
seeing him around he re,” he continued. The 
tooth hurt again. ‘And I don’t like his looks, 
not a little bit!’ he ended with a mouselike 
growl. 

Sheila bounced up from beside him at once. 
This was sheer rebellion. 

“You must really allow me to choose my 
own friends, Willie, in spite of your approval 
or disapproval—” she began. She continued 
at length and things came to their usual con- 
clusion. Willie apologetic, Sheila graciously 
forgiving. But when he had gone, after being 
informed that, as a mark of special favor, he 
might be allowed to take her out to tea the 
following Saturday, Sheila found herself a 
little disturbed. There was no doubt about 
it—Willie’s apologies had been much less 
abject than usual. He had even been almost 
noisy a couple of times. Not knowing about 
his tooth, the cause of it all, she couldn't quite 
decide whether she were pleased or annoyed. 
She dressed for dinner and the theater with 
George Follett with less care than usual, still 
wondering. 

Willie, on the contrary, 
his mental state. He was annoyed. He was 
tremendously annoyed. He was raging. 
The tooth, now definitely painful, accentuated 
his rage. He bit on it, growling. 

‘Nice way for a girl to treat you—thinks 
I'll stand it forever — play messenger boy— 
that bum, ‘Duke’ Follett, ouch!” A little 
devil was jumping up and down on his tooth 
with hot spiked shoes. He informed a lamp- 
post that he wouldn’t stand it any longer. 
He informed a plate-glass window that this 
time was the last time, that she’d marry him 
or he’d quit, break off, make it final. Then 
the devil in his tooth was joined by com- 
panions and he spent the rest of the evening 
devising medieval torments for big blond 
men who slicked their hair, till at last he fell 
into an uneasy sleep. 


of course not! I just don’t 
She let her voice be 


was quite sure of 


W! LL, well,” said the dentist. “This 
will have to come out, Mr. Keeler,” and 
he rattled a couple of his little steel jackstraws 
together in gay anticipation. 

“Come out?” said Willie, rather faintly, 
“come out right now?” 


“Oh, yes—just open, if you please—that’s 
it, yes. We'll have it out ina jiffy, it won't 
take long or hurt—very much.” The den- 
tist’s voice punctuated the sentence with a 
long and ominous dash before the last two 
words. 

Willie gargled, waving his hands. The 
dentis t bent an attentive ear. 

“You have an important appointment late 
in the afternoon, Mr. Keeler? Oh, that will 
be quite all right. I shall give you gas.” He 
offered the last suggestion to Willie like a pair 
of newrompers. ‘Then his face grew sterner. 

“Oh, Miss Smith!” he called, politely. 

A spectacled, ineffably aseptic young 
woman in white appeared. 

““You see?”’ the dentist muttered, flashing 
his little mirror around and around Willie’s 
mouth. “A fine specimen—really a typical 
case—far advanced—” 

Miss Smith made approving sounds. Wil- 
lie’s nervousness increased. He had not been 
able to sleep much the night before and a com- 
bination of reading ‘“‘Mace and Lance in 
Early Aquitaine” through the small hours to 
the orchestral accompaniment of his toothache 
and a hard morning at the office had left his 
mind rather blurred. Odd scraps of reading 
went jigging through his heaad—Fulkes Plan- 
tagenet—basnets—arms varied with a fesse— 
no, that wasn’t right—Sheila—tea—meet 
her at 4:30, no matter what happened—what 
on earth was going to happen?—gas—he had 
never had gas. 

Miss Smith was fitting something funny 
over his face. ‘Now, just take it easy, Mr. 
Keeler!” the dentist said and smiled. Willie 
fixed his eves on that smile. As he breathed 
it grew larger, larger, blotted out the world. 


HE rain had been falling for hours and 

seemed prepared to continue falling for 
hours more. He cursed it anew in a soft and 
deadly whisper, wriggling his muscles as best 
he could in the odd, metallic garments that 
covered him like a suit of iron scales, for the 
comfort of feeling that they were still alive. 
He lay in a dismal puddle and wet drops 
trickled continually down his back from the 
bush above that concealed him. And yet he 
was not unhappy. Night had long fallen— 
there was only a little while left to wait. 

He reviewed his plans in his mind—they 
were impeccé ible. The wedding feast must 
be at its drunken height by now—if a dozen 
of the castle garrison were even half sober it 
would be a marvel. His robber-comrades, 
he knew, lay hidden within three steps of the 
great gate—the guards of that very gate he 

had bought and paid for. There remained 
but for him, Guillaume de la Vallée, to give 
the signal. 

They had thought to take the girl away 
from him by the strong hand—that old white 
ferret, her father, these cubs, her brothers, 
had thought to marry her to the duke in his 
very teeth. He stretched his arms out wide 
with an enormous arrogance. They had 
not known him. To-night they should know 
him indeed. 

She was beautiful as a golden picture before 
altar candles. She was tender and gentle as an 
apple-tree in its first blossoming. Her voice 
had a proud and gallant accent. They would 
love each other so. 

No other man under heaven should take 
her trom him while he had hands! 

It was time, now. He raised himself cau- 
tiously from his lurking place, flattened him- 
self against the castle wall, peered up. It 
was huge above him, a tall, enormous black- 
ness. He smiled. That impregnable castle! 
And, far up, the little window to which he 
would climb, spiderwise, up and up, dagger 
in teeth, then in at last, triumphant, like a bee 
with a long sharp sting in the heart of a vio- 
lated flower. 

He tested all his muscles—they were ready 
and strong. He began to climh. 

Before he would have thought it possible, 
he was at the window-ledge. He swung him- 
self up upon it, rested. His hand went out to 
the bars. Yes, they had been sawn through— 
he could bend them aside quite easily. He 
smiled again—his plans _ been well consid- 
ered—they would not fa 

Noiselessly he s« saad through the space 
left by pushing the bars aside and let himself 
down into the room. Now he was behind a 
tapestry. Chinks of light came through it, 
and a murmur of voices. He crept to a little 
hole in the hanging about the height of his eye. 
He peered through it, listening, not breathing. 

A fine sight on the other side of the tap- 
estry! A long oak table lit by two branched 
silver candlesticks and on it three bags of 
gold, one so crammed that it sluraped on its 
side and spilled a bright heap of coins. At the 
end of the table three people. A shrinking 
girl in bride’s white, her eyes full of terror. A 
gross, red-faced man in rich clothing, white- 
haired, his nostrils distended like the nostrils 
of a hungry fox, as his puffy hand lay cherish- 
ingly on one of the bags, her father. Lounging 
in a chair at the girl’s side, his pink face 

(Continued on page 113) 
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flushed with love and liquor, his hand paddling 
the girl’s wrist with desirous fingers, magnifi- 
cent in half-armor, the big blond duke. 

Guillaume de la Vallée made a sucking 
sound with his lips. He crouched away a little 
from where he had been standing and with his 
dagger quietly slit the tapestry from top to 
bottom. 

The three at the table were too absorbed in 
their own affairs to notice the little sound. 
The duke was speaking. 

“Well, there is the coin, good father-in- 
law!” he said with his roaring laugh. The 
old man whimpered with pleasure; his other 
hand stretched out to the other bags. 

“T thank you, my lord, I thank you!” he 
whined, unpleasingly. 

“Oh, ’tis little!” The duke waved his hand 
in the air. His eyes burned at his bride. Be- 
hind the tapestry Guillaume de la Vallée 
drew his sword. His left hand went down to 
his side for his hunting-horn. 

‘Tis nothing,” the duke repeated. ‘‘Oh, 
a price, a good price—bit the article pleases 
me!”’ His hand clamped down on the girl’s 
wrist. 

“And now I shall take seizin!’”’ he said, 
crushing her to him. 

“Guillaume!”* sobbed the girl.  ‘‘Guil- 
laume!” 

The duke shook with laughter. ‘‘ Guil- 
laume is biting his nails in his valley!’ he 
boomed. 


ROM behind the tapestry, sudden as the 

trumpet of Judgment, came the long and 
shaking blast of a hunting-horn. 

‘“‘T am here, my lord duke!” said Guillaume 
de la Vallée in a snarling cry, and stepped 
through the slit in the tapestry. 

The duke had time to draw his sword, but 
that was all. It did not avail him greatly. 

When the battle-fit passed from Guillaume, 
he was standing beside the table, wiping his 
sword. The duke lay slack on the floor, his 
dead mouth grinning. From the lower parts 
of the castle shouts came, disorderly, victori- 
ous, “La Vailée! Bon Dieu pour la Vallée! 
Guillaume! Guillaume!” 

“This castle is mine, it seems,” said Guil- 
jlaume, half to himself. 

The old man at the table made no reply. 
He sat there stupefied, whimpering, his arms 
embracing the bags of gold. 

“And you are mine,” said Guillaume and 
smiled at her. And now she, too, was smiling. 

Avoiding the blood on the floor with a con- 
siderate daintiness, Guillaume de la Vallée 
stepped over his foe’s body and took his lady 
into his arms. 


ILLIAM McKINLEY KEELER was 

laughing as he had never laughed before. 
“Qh! Ho! Ho! Hol’ he laughed. “What a 
funny dream! What a funny dream! What a 
fu—’ 

Then he stopped short, abashed by his 
dentist’s serious gaze 

“All over, Mr. Keeler!’’ said the latter with 
professional heartiness. “Feel happy?” and 
he achieved a painful smile. 

The sentence struck Willie as the most 
ridiculous thing he had ever heard. He 
laughed till his sides ached. When the fit had 
passed, 

‘Now rinse!”’ said the dentist, sternly. 

Willie rinsed, sputtering. “Can I—can I 
see it?’’ he managed to ejaculate at last. 

The dentist held up an unpleasant object 
severely between his prongs. 

“Oh! Ho! Ho! Ho! As little as that and 
the place in my mouth feels as big as the sub- 
way!” giggled Willie and shook 

Miss Smith came in. “Mrs. Winkle, 
Doctor,”’ she murmured, and Willie perceived 
that it was time for him to go. 

He had never been much of a drinker and 
so found it hard to understand the condition 
that overtook him as soon as he was out on 
the street again. It was not so much light- 
headedness as _ light-leggedness. His legs 
felt as light as balloons and extremely brittle. 
His feet seemed rather uncertain of just where 
they meant to go and he was still oppressed 
by an aching realization of the utter absurdity 
of the cosmos. A traffic policeman’s gesture 
in halting traffic struck him as being so 
intensely humorous that he had to lean up 
against the side of a building to recover him- 
self, to the profound disapproval of an earnest 
old lady who sniffed for the taint of rum as 
she passed by. 

Fantastic thoughts came to his well-ordered 
mind—he was going to take Sheila to tea, and 
he tittered as he thought of it. He was very, 
very sensible—the most sensible man in the 
world. 

He arrived at Sheila’s door in a taxi with 
one of those dissipated-looking, pajamaed 
French dolls that had just then begun to come 
into favor dandled in his arms. The laughter 
had begun to wear off somewhat and his jaw 
hurt confoundedly, but the lightness in his 
legs persisted 

The maid at the door looked dubious, but 
he brushed her aside as he had always wanted 





to brush people aside and never been able 
except on the football field and in that funny 
dream of his in the dentist’s chair. ‘‘ Going 
take her to tea!”’ he explained with unneces- 
sary vigor and heard a muffled giggle as the 
maid disappeared. He mounted the stairs 
very firmly—if he did not put his feet down 
heavily he was not quite sure where they 
would go. 


H® stumbled into the living-room. Sheila 
was there, hatted and ready to go out, 
and so was George Follett. They seemed 
surprised to see him, but the obviousness of 
their surprise did not at first annoy him—it 
was all just part of the humor of the world. 

“H’lo, Sheila!’’ he almost whooped, then, 
condescendingly, “H’lo, Follett! How’s all 
the little psycheses psyching?”” Then, turn 
ing back to Sheila, ‘‘Christmas Gift!’ he 
cried and chucked the disreputable doll into 
her arms as neatly as he had ever thrown a 
forward pass. 

“Why, thank you, Willie! For me? How 
lovely!” said Sheila automatically, but her 
eyes were very puzzled. 

“But, really—” she began. 

“Really and truly?” said Willie, imbecili- 
cally, “Really and truly, Sheila?” He 
emitted a long and whistling laugh. 

“Why, Willie Keeler!” said Sheila, dropping 
the doll, her voice wavering between anger, 
shame and a growing interest 

“Had tooth out,” Willie explained. The 
recollection devoured him with merriment. 
Besides, he was amusing Sheila. He exag- 
gerated what needed no_ exaggeration. 
“Dentist in nice white coat—gay me laughing 
gas—Oh! Ho! Ho!” 

“Laughing gas! said Sheila — tartly, 
“Laughing water, you mean! Why, Willie, 
you're as boiled as—”’ 

But here George Follett did his best to 
take charge of the situation. He snapped his 
teeth together with a capable click. “ Leave 
him to me—l’ve handled men when they 
were like that before,’”’ he commanded the 
astonished Sheila in a brisk undertone, then 
took three paces forward with military pre- 
cision and confronted Willie. 

“Look here, Keeler!’ he began, sticking out 
his jaw. 

“Well, Follett?” said Willie, giggling, and 
this time Sheila giggled too. 

Then Follett lost his smooth, bland temper 
completely. “‘Don’t get funny with me, my 
man!” he barked like a terrier. ‘You're 
insulting—that’s what you are—insulting and 
gauche! To come to a lady’s house in this 
condition—uninvited. She doesn’t wart to 
see you—she’s going out with me! Go home 
and sleep it off!” 

“George Follett!’ Sheila began in a raging 
whisper and then stopped suddenly, silenced 
by what was happening to Willie’s face. All 
the color drained out of it and left it white 
and pinched. The mild fury of laughter 
that had shaken him was gone as suddenly. 
When he spoke again it was in a harsh thick 
voice she did not recognize. 

“See here!” he said slowly, breathing. 
“What do you mean? I am taking Miss 
Winslow to tea this afternoon, I believe.” 

Follett laughed in his face, looking down 
at him. 

“Not this afternoon,’ he condescended to 
explain. ‘‘Though I must say I can’t blame 
you for mixing your dates—thc state you're 
in! This afternoon Miss Winslow has 
promised to come with me to attend a little 
study group some of us are forming to dig 
into the psychoanalytic interpretation of 
dreams. Come, Sheila.’”” He made as if to 
brush Willie aside. But Willie was very 
much in the way. 

“Dreams,” said Willie, reflectively. He 
stared at Follett, measuring him as he had 
often measured a charging end. “I had a 
funny dream a little while ago,” he said, as if 
to himself. His fists balled up. 

“Oh, go home!” said Follett, exasperated, 
and put his hand on Willie’s shoulder. 

“Leggo of me, you big bum!” yelped Willie 
at the touch, and his voice was the strained 
fierce voice of a quarterback calling a signal. 

“Get out! You don’t belong here!” said 
Follett, breathing through his nose. 

“T am here, my lord duke—and I stay 
here!” said Willie, rather dreamily. The big 
man pushed him. 

“Wulff!” said George Follett, wholeheart- 
edly, and crashed to the floor, his breath 
shaken out of him by Willie’s sudden tackle. 
He rolled over twice and started to stumble to 
his feet. “‘Come on!” yipped Willie. ‘“‘Come 
on!” and danced in front of him like a wasp. 
“Come on, my lord duke—ah, my lord—’ 
and his small hard fist connected with Fol- 
lett’s chin and the latter fell over a chair and 
went down for the second time. 

“Nuff?” said Willie, dangerously, a little 
later, his fists waving over the flabby bulk 
of his fallen foe. 

“Veah,” said Follett. briefly, feeling his 
mouth with his hand. “Lemme up, you 

(Concluded on page 114) 
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little devil!’ There were tears in his soulful 
eve 

‘All right,” said Willie, magnanimously, 
and Follett scrambled to his feet. He left 
without another word or a backward glance. 


ILLIE trod behind him to the door, 

strutting like a game-cock. Then he 
turned back to Sheila. She was crumpled on 
the couch. The sight stirred little pity in Sir 
Willie of the Valley. 

“Sorry I had to—um—chastise that—er— 
big bum in your living-room,” he remarked 
with gri indeur, * “Apologize. G’by!’ 

illic!’ moaned Sheila, unbelievingly, 
but Willie's heart was of marble. “No use. 
\ll over,” he proceeded dejectedly. “‘ You're 
through with me. Iknow. All right—you're 
through. Maybe better that way. Break 
a date with me to go to psycho-psychopathi: 
séance with your friend, the stuffed shirt. 
Think I’m drunk when I come in here—with 
toothache—after operation—’’ His voice 
was nobly pathetic, nobly renunciatory. 
“G’by!” He marched to the door. 

*Willie!”’ said Sheila piteously, a very hurt 
child 

“Too late, g’by!”’ Willie flung over his 
shoulder 

“Willie! Willie dear! Oh, Willie, come 
back!” said Sheila with a gulping sob, her 
arms stretched out to him. 

He came back 

Some half an “hour later he roused sufti- 
ciently from bliss to apologize once more for 
his treatment of Mr. Follett. 

“Can't think what got into me, darling.”’ 
he began. “But his voice—and the way he 
acted—just as if you belonged to him—made 
me so mad.” 

“Oh, Willie, you were splendid!”’ crooned 
Sheila, trustingly. 

“So damn mad,”’ said Willie reflectively. 

“Tknow.”’ She soothed him. “Why, I was 
afraid of you, Willie. If you ever looked at 
me that way—” and her voice was awed and 
delighted. 
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“Can't tell,” said Willie, briefly. ‘“‘Got a 
nasty temper—nasty. From a child. Done 
my best to keep it under but—”’ 

“Oooh, Willie!’ said Sheila, the once 
imperious, with delicious respect. He re- 
verted to more serious matters. 

‘Tell your family to-night, huh, darling?” 

“Why, Willie, I thought—” she hesitated, 
; ‘we might wait—just a little, a day or so 

“Tell your family to-night!’ His voice 

as suddenly rasping. 

“All right, dear. She was exquisitely 
docile. ** Just as you say.’ 

Still later she ventured a question, timidly 

Willie?” 

“Yes, sweetness.” 

“I just wondered—about George Follett 
oh, no, no, nothing important—only—before 
you licked him—remember?—you called him 
*duke’—‘my lord duke’ and—” 

“Oh, that,”’ Willie chuckled. “Just nick- 
name. People used to call him that at col 
lege,” he deigned to elucidate. Then his mind 
see -med to shoot off at a tangent. 

‘Swe e tne Ss? 





“Ves. 

honda Willie chuckled. 

‘Talk about dreams,” he confided. “Know 
things about dreams myself. Psychoan- 
alyst,”’ he gulped, and gave way to laughter. 
** Dreams, great things.” 

When he had recovered, “Know first thing 
I'm going to buy for our sectional bookcase? : 

Dutifully. ‘No, dear. What?” 

He was laughing. 

“* Professor Sigmund Freud's s Interpret th 
Dreambook New 
York. My masc cot, sweetness. Our mascot.” 
The laughter shook him. “Send wedding 
invitation to good old dentist, too!’ he 
wheezec 

She thought him a little mad, but that only 
made him more interesting. Besides, he was 
looking straight at her—and his eyes had the 
battle look. 

“Of course, dear,’”’ she assented meekly. 

And since he had so commanded, it was so. 
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“No y-yes. Some coffee here first.” 
Eve's manner was perfect. The servant 
bowed deeply. “ Where is Mr. Sargent?” 

“Him gone studio. Him get telephone— 
seven clock. Come quick, say. Him say no 
wake you. Car back noon. Most time now.” 

Eve nodded, stumbling back sleepily to the 
big rose couch. Suddenly, without knowing 
why, she buried her face in its perfumed 
depths and began to cry. Hideous, horrible 
sobs that shook her as a bulldog shakes a rag 
between his teeth. She had heard men cry 
like that from shell shock. 

She said good- by to Eden with a lingering 
smile of possession. She would love it better 

each time she saw it. A weird, bitter-sweet 
joy—like the birth of a nameless child. 

She was glad of the long drive back alone. 
She longed inexpressibly to see Pat, yet there 
was something, besides her exterior, oddly 
boyish about Eve. She had a masculine 
understanding of the perfection of a complete 
incident. 


LL that evening she listened for the pur 
of the motor beginning its ascent. 

All the next day. 

The third morning she had a call from the 
studio. Last retakes. 

Eve indulged in a taxi. She was be- 
wildered. She had never thought much of the 
future—but it had been because she was so 
sure. 

She met him on one of the long brick run- 
ways edged with flower borders that led to the 
dressing-rooms. 

She was quite her usual cool self—im- 
maculate and effective in crisp white linen. 

She saw him first and her clamor of pulse 
began—began—and shut out the realization 
that he was talking to some one. Then she 
became dimly conscious of that some one, as a 
bad dream seeps into peaceful slumber. A 
marvelously pretty girl, almost in miniature, a 
cameo face and hair like a blackbird’s wing 


Baron de Meyer went to St. 


about her graceful little head. Her big, dark 
eyes and tiny mouth, made of crimson velvet, 
were held up to Pat Sargent as a child offers 
candy. 

Eve recognized her instantly from pictures. 
Opal D’Avray, of Minneapolis, a famous 
Follies beauty who had arrived only the day 
before from New York. The latest girl on 
the lot—the new beauty. 

Pat saw Eve when she was quite close. 

He was glad to see her. He was glad to see 
everybody. He held up his hand in friendly 
greeting. If she had been a boy pal with 
whom he had been swimming, he need not 
have changed a fraction. 

\s natural as a puppy. 

“Hello, dear!’ he said. ‘Get back all 
right? That’s good. Bennett says I’m through 
and I’ve got three weeks before I start shoot- 
ing again, so I guess I’ll run over to Honolulu. 
See you sometime when I get back, Eve. 
Guess you'll be with me in the next picture. 
Don’t you wish you could go—’ 

But this last was to the tiny, dark girl who 
swayed so perilously near. 

Eve wondered if the mask of her face held 
the panic of her heart within. 

When she got to her dressing-room she 
astonished Aline Campbell by bursting into 
roars of laughter. 

Like all tragedies, it was terribly funny 

And when Eve and Del were married, Pat 
Sargent sent them a chest of silver. 

He had always liked Eve and he was glad 
she was going to be happy. 

Only sometimes her husband looks into 
Eve’s eyes and sees the little white cross 
that lies there, above what he knows is 
buried in her heart. 

But life is like that, a veritable Flanders 
field of tiny white crosses of sorrow, only the 
poppies blow and nod and dance so that we 
do not see them 

And Eve's husband loved her v ery much so 
that, honestly, they—lived happy ever after. 
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that will be seen at Southampton and Newport this summer. 
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Then, too, he rather resented Evelyn be- 
cause of that unpleasant business of her 
father’s will, which she had never even 
suspected. Of course it could never have 
amounted to anything, since no one had 
known of it but Elaine and Eustis Jacquelin. 
Elaine . . . He saw her as she had looked 
that day, back in 1914, serene and beautiful, 
beside the bed of that horrible old man, his 
uncle. Curious, but he even remembered 
the gown she had worn, a soft blue linen, 
smocked about her supple waist and shoul- 
ders, a dress reminiscent of the days when 
he had fought Eustis Jacquelin, and himself 
carried Elaine’s schoolbooks, swinging his 
own carelessly from their leather strap. She 
had fastened some yellow flowers at her 
waist, and they and the glow of her fair hair 
were the only light in the room. That hideous 
bedchamber at Graystones, with its funereal 
black walnut, its indescribable air of nastiness! 
Her husband had not been so out of place; 
in the room where he had been called as 
witness, Eustis Jacquelin had seemed to 


sense all the ugly things that had gone on 
there, and he had stood, leering a little, on 


the other side of the marble-topped table with 
its array of sticky bottles and tarnished 
spoons, while old Hector Winter quavered out 
the terms of his new will, leaving everything 
to his housekeeper-mistress, Mrs. Jarmby. 
Elaine, her gaze on the knotted counterpane 
of the wide bed, had stood still as a statue; she 
was there because Hugh needed another sig- 
nature, but her thoughts were not on the 
atfair. Filth could never touch Elaine! 
And then Jacquelin’s smile, after the old man 
died and Hugh, acting for them all, destroyed 
the document he had just executed, when he 
reminded him that the former will, become 
again valid, happened to bequeath to Hugh 
Ingalls the sum of twenty thousand dollars! 

*Hadn’t thought ot that, had you, Hugh? 
Young men with ambitions should never act 
on impulse, you know.’ 

Hugh averted his eyes from his chattering 
cousin with a slight shudder. Evelyn had 
been already married to Henry Evarts, 
already the mother of two children, desper- 
ately in need of her father’s money. And he, 
himself, had been just at the beginning, 
a young lawyer with a diplomatic career 
beckoning him forwards. 

* Eustis, don’t even think of such a thing!” 
Flaine had cried. ‘You know that Hugh 
was thinking of Evelyn!” She had looked 
straight at him, apologies for her husband in 
her gaze, trust of him, and a shadow of the 
horror of what such a thoroughly illegal 
procedure might possibly mean. She had 
loved him even then, perhaps; surely she had 
not loved Eustis Jacquelin since that first 
night of their marriage when he had acted so 
abominably. 

‘Good cognac,” 
patronizingly. 

“Guy gets it straight from a French ship,” 
said Jez unnette. “Two sugars, Hughie?” 

“Yes.” He was glad to be called back. 

The chime of the grandfather’s clock in the 
hallway ; 

“Elaine will be here in two hours,” said 
Jeannette, looking at him as she gave the 
butler his coffee. ‘‘It’s like Elaine to arrive 
at midnight, isn’t it?” 


cut in McKenna’s voice, 


ie WAS impossible to get away from it. 
The last time he had seen Elaine, she had 
arrived at midnight. The last time! But it 
wasn't to be. He was to see her again, in 
two hours. 

How she had looked that night! Never 
would he forget, never would he cease wonder- 
ing. He had thought, then, that the time 
before was to be their last meeting; God knows 
it should have been. Her divorce papers from 
Eustis had been filed; already her proud head 
was lifted a little higher, above the possible 
scandal. Divorces were not the thing in the 
Cypress Glades of before-the-war, even from 
a man like Eustis Jacqueclin. She had gone 
to her mother’s at ‘White Plains and they had 
seen each other only occasionally; with that 
glorious moment when she had admitted 
that she loved him behind them, and a life- 
time of happiness together, ahead, they had 
been willing to avoid any linking of their 
names until they should be joined in the 
marriage ceremony. Hugh’s career was im- 
portant, Elaine’s horror of scandal very real, 
and they were both of them controlled enough 
to do the sensible thing. He thought now, 
bitte tly, that they had each had long practise 
at it! 

=. Beng had come that meeting. 
Elaine, in black, her hair a paler gold than 
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ever, her blue eyes shadowed by deep circles 
during the war he had seen women in Europe 
who looked as she had looked. “I’ve made 
a mistake, Hugh. We can’t ever be married. 
I’m going to stay with Eustis.’ No explana- 
tion, no attempt at the pretense that she did 
not love him. Merely the statement. He 
hadn't even questioned it, after those first 
few moments: there was something in her 
voice that made questioning useless. He and 
Elaine were of the same breed and they 
accepted the end wordlessly. Weeks alone, 
when he made no attempt to see her. The 
gossip that the rumored divorce proceedings 
between the Jacquelins had been stopped; 
the incessant conjecturing of mutual friends 
who never for a moment imagined that Hugh 
had known more of the affair than they. He 
hadn’t, much. Then the appointment for 
diplomatic service abroad; packing, tying up 
the ends of his life in America. 


HE night they were to sail—Bobby, in one 

of his moods of intense seriousness, had 
dec ‘ded to go along as a sort of secretary. He 
and Bobby taiking over coffee, in the hotel 
dining-room. A telephone call—Elaine. She 
had come into the room at exactly midnight, 
and after a moment Bobby had left them 
together. “‘I just wanted to see you before 
you went, Hugh.” A purposeless, devastating 
meeting, not like Elaine, not like himself. 
They had shaken hands in the hotel lobby, and 
she had wished him luck. And now 

“How is Elaine looking—the beautiful 
thing?” Bobby’s familiar voice cut through 
the conversation. 

‘Pretty well,”’ said Jeannette. 
velous, too—considering all 
through.” 

All she’s been through? 

“All she’s been through?” 
words. 

““Why—Eustis,” 
eyes sought ;Hugh’s. 
you—don't know?” 

Hugh couldn’t ask. 


“Tt’s mar- 
she’s been 
Bobby spoke the 


Jeannette faltered. Her 
“Do you mean to say 


“Why, Hughie!” said Evelyn Winter, 
breathlessly. ‘“‘Do you mean to say you 
didn’t know Eustis Jacquelin was mur- 


dered?” 

There was a hush, while Jeannette’s eyes 
clung to Hugh, and the others turned curi- 
ously to the two men. Bobby broke the 
silence. 

“* Jacquelin—murdered!”’ he said. 

Agnes Mc Kenna made a little gurgling 
sound. “Spooky!” she whispered to her 
husband. 

‘**Well—damn good job,” said Bobby. 

The room had receded about them into 
shadows; there was nothing but the gleam of 
the white cloth on the table, the conical liquor 
glasses, the silver coffee service on its tray 
beside Jeannette’s bare, freckled arm. Hugh’s 
eyes were caught on the luster bow! of phlox in 
the center of the table; the long candles were 
burning steadily. 

“But, Hugh, how could you not have 
known?” asked Jeannette, softly. “‘It must 
have happened after you sailed, but—” 

‘They kept it pretty quiet,” McKenna, 
speaking. 

“But the talk—you must have heard! 
And that business of Elaine's handkerchief!” 
said Evelyn Winter. ‘‘ You see, he was found 
in his apartment—you remember Elaine had 
gone to her mother’s?—and—” 

Hugh’s voice came from somewhere, some- 
where remote and unattached. “But 
who Pee 

*“No one has ever known!’ 
Noyes, in a hushed little voice. 

‘But it wasn’t suicide,” said Evelyn. “He 
was stabbed, my dear—stabbed with that 
funny old dagger he used to keep on the 
reading-table. Don’t you remember it, Hugh? 
Bobby? It wasina scabbard and always used 
to stick when you tried to pull it out. He 
always had it around and used to sharpen it— 
it scared Elaine most to death. It was like 
a razor.” 

“Retribution,” 
“Served him jolly well right, if you ask me! 

Eustis—murdered! Eustis Jacquelin .. . 
gone! 

“Well, out with it, some one!” ordered 
Bobby. ‘To think that I’ve missed a sensa- 
tion like this for five years. Jeannette!” 


said Mary 


said Norman McKenna. 


” 


UGH was slowly lighting a cigaret; his 
hand was steady as he lifted the heavy 
silver candlestick from the table. No one 
seemed to notice that he blew it out when his 
cigaret glowed red; across the table from him, 
(Continued on page 116) 


It’s not too early to think of a camp for vour boy 


or girl this summer. 
ments early. 


The best camps make enroll- 
For information about any summer 
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Wilgrim chose PENIKEES PANELLE for the fashioning of this distinctive afternoon gown 


Famous Designers of Fashion 
Find Inspiration in the Newest Silk— 


CEES 


LLE 


N the quaint and varied patternings of this highly 
individual silk and wool crepe lies a world of 
fashion fantasies, for theodd inlays of gleaming 
silk form an entirely different design on the re- 

verse side, each thus providing its own harmonious trim- 
ming. Like all Penrkees S11ks, the original quality of 
PENIKEES PANELLE persists through months of wear. Ask 
your silk merchant. He knows that the name PENIKEES 
in the selvage of any weave is a guarantee of its perfec- 
tion. Learn to look for that little sign of silk-reliability. 


7p ed 


PENIKEES SILKS FOR 1923 


NOVELTIES 
Penikees Paneccte ‘Penikees Lizarp Skin Crepe 


‘Penikees 1923 Ruapsope ‘Penikees Krere CoTere 
Penikees Kreve Conture 


Penikees Krepvesse 
Penikees RHAMA CREPE 


STAPLES 


(CANTON (repes Brocapes Jacguarps SaTINs 


GEORGETTES (‘HARMEUSE 


CARL SCHOEN SILK CORPORATION, 260 Fourth Ave., New York City 





Write for a copy of the new booklet illustrating how 
Penixees Sitxs may be adapted to the Spring styles 
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Créme Anti-Rides 
has never been 
reduced 


But to make it more 
widely known, it is 
now offered in a 
special size at $1 


Read about it below. Then 
send for it from Marie Earle! 


“Bur is your skin digesting the nourishment you give it?” asks 
Marie Earle. 

More than anything else, your skin needs nourishment. 
winds, steam-heated rooms-—all of these are constantly 
away its natural vitality—a vitality which must be replaced. 


Climate, 
sapping 


How are you replacing it? By feeding it the usual harsh mineral 
creams? Creams which your skin can no more digest than a sponge 
can absorb solids? 

Then how can you expect results? The skin’s powers of digestion 
are limited. The only substance which can possibly do it any good 
is a preparation of vegetable oils only. 

Such a preparation is Creme Anti-Rides. It is made of pure vegetable 
oils—as normal and well-balanced a diet for the skin as milk is for 
the body of a child. Not only is it a perfect cleanser; it seeps 
through the layers of tissue, filling out wrinkles, firming the flesh, 
nourishing without fattening, gradually bringing back ( or preserving) 
that smooth, unlined surface which is the bloom and charm of youth. 
Creme Anti-Rides has always been higher priced than the usual 
creams. Its ingredients are costly; so is the painstaking skill with 
which they are compounded. 


But now, in order that no woman may be with- 
out this invaluable preparation, Marie Earle has 
prepared a special jar of it for ONE DOLLAR. 
Send for it today! It will be mailed to you 
together with the beauty booklet, ‘‘ The Other 
Side of the Moon.’’ Address Dept. B. 

This special size of Créme Anti-Rides cannot be obtained anywhere except 


from Marie Earle. The regular sizes, however, and also the following 
preparations, can be obtained either by mail or at the stores listed below. 


Send 
Today 


Lait d’Amandes—A refreshing toni 
mildly astringent, which whitens the 
skin and refines its texture. To be used 











after cleansing with Creme Anti-Rides. Sensis Oil—To a dry skin, prone to 
Allays irrit ation; excell thildren’s chapping and roughness, this at is sal- 
skins. $2.25, $4.50. vation. It gives new life to the tissues, 


enabling them to resist the shriveling 

an excellent protection against south- effec ts of extreme weathers. Especially 
ern suns. Should be applied bef ivigorating when rubbed over the 
bathing, motoring, etc., to prevent tan be dy after bathir $1.75 


Email 77—An exquisite liquid powder 





1g. $1.75. 


New York Chicago, Ill. Cleveland, O. 
B. Altman & Co. Marshall Field & Co Halle Brothers 
Stern Bros Mandel Brothers The Higbee Co. 
Park & Tilford John F. Carnegie 
(All branches (Hotels Drake & Black- "ede 0-, |. 
Bonwit Teller Co burn) : 
Franklin Simon & Co. Chas. A. Stevens Bros Buffalo, N. Y. 
John Wanamaker Flint & Ken 
Lord & Taylor Boston, Ma Adams, > & 


Anderson Co. 
Louisville, Ky. 
Kaufman Straus, Inc 


Baltimore, Md. 
Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 


Jordan Miz —_ Co 

C. Crawford Hollidge 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Joseph Horne Co. 

Kaufmann’'s 


Forest H’.is, L. I 
Kenney's 


San Francisco 
The White House 


City of Paris Fifth Ave., Smithfield Indianapolis, Ind. 
Philadelphia & Diamond Streets I Ayres Co 
Bonwit Teller Co. Fe H ? Wasson & Co. 
Harrisburg, Pa. Lincoln, 
Wiyghtngeen, Dd. Cc. Mary Sachs Miller & Paine 
ardmar 
Park a Paim Beach, Fla. Tulsa, Okla. 


Miss Jackson's Shop 
Des Moines, la. 


Bonwit Teller Co. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


Ville de Paris Susgeuee, St. Y. J. Mandelbaum & Sons, 
Miami, Fila. ue 
Bonwit Teller Co. Dayton, O. London, England 


Rike-Kumler Co. \ M aitl and & Co. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
John Taylor Dry Columbus, O. 
Goods Co. r. & Lazarus & Co. 





. Ltd. 


A face treatment at the Salon of Marie Earle is an experience both soothing and stimu- 
lating. It invigorates the muscles, nourishes the skin, and leaves the face smoothed, 
Sreshened and rejuvenated. Have you had a treatment? 


onc Ear 


600 Madison Avenue, New York 
1635 Connecticut Avenue, Washington 
Rue Pasquier, Paris 
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Guy Sturgis relighted it, inconspicuously, his 
keen eyes measuring Hugh’s face as though he 
were considering sketching him then and 
there. 

“The maid found him when she came in in 
the morning,” began Jeannette slowly. ‘‘He 
was lying on the floor near the reading-table. 
They said he had been dead about six hours. 
Elaine was at White Plains. Of course they 
telephoned her, and she came right up. She 
took it calmly—you know Elaine's calm. 
Then the police came. They found her hand- 
kerchief on the table, crumpled. It was 
perfectly absurd—most of her things were 
there, anyway. They tried to make a case, 
but there was nothing in it. Elaine had gone 
to bed early that night with a headache.” 

“Her —— kept it pretty well out of the 
papers,”’ said McKenna. Elaine’s father is 
rather powerful, you know. Damn smart 
man, too. There was no evidence, no clues. 
\nd no one especially interested. It’s just 
one of those —— things... 

“It’s funny,” said Jeannette “‘for a man 
to be killed like that, mysteriously, violently, 
and for no one to care. I’ve known Eustis 
Jacquelin since we were in kindergarten, 
longer than any of you, I guess, and yet when 
I heard—remember, Guy?—I said, ‘Thank 
God!’ You just did, too, Bobby.” 

They looked at one another, wonderingly. 

“T was glad, too,” said Mary Noyes, in 
a half whisper. “It doesn’t seem right—but 
it wasn’t as though he left anyone that cared, 
His people have been dead so long . 

Jeannette looked at Hugh, who was sitting, 
quite still, silent. ‘I wonder if you know how 
miserable Eustis made Elaine, Hugh? It was 
a shocking thing, of ss but I don’t think 
we're brutes to take so. He was such a 
beast. And she said so little about it.’ 

Hugh winced. 

“Elaine never was one to talk,” said 
Evelyn. ‘‘Many’s the time I’ve tried to get 
her to tell me about it—would have done 
her good to talk to some other woman. She 
was keeping it all inside. But she—oh, 
[I don’t know! Elaine was funny. 

“She’s very beautiful, isn’t she?” asked 
Agnes McKenna. ‘I’ve never seen her. I 
remember when I was a kid, I used to see 
her photograph in the papers occasionally. 
Looked sort of like Lady Diana Manners.” 

“Oh, Elaine’s the loveliest thing that ever 
drew bre ath!’ ’ said Bobby. ‘“‘ How old is she, 
anyhow? 

“*She’s just my age,” 
“I'm nearly thirty-one. 

‘And she’s so sweet, too,” said Mary 
Noyes. ‘‘And kind. No one will ever know 
how good ; she’s been to me. 





answered Jeannette. 





GNES McKENNA looked at the little 

school teacher curiously. 

‘Elaine always was a déep one!” said Nor- 
man. ‘Never knew what she was thinking 
about.” 

Hugh smiled faintly. These people—trying 
to tell what Elaine was like! Elaine wasn’t 
especially ‘“‘deep,” of course, and yet that 
reputation would follow her to the grave. 
Sometimes it seemed strange to him that an 
outward appearance could build up such a 
wall of mystery about a woman. Just because 
she was beautiful And yet often he had 
found himself, when he was with her, feeling 
a reverence, a humbleness toward her . 

It was hard to believe that she could be iike 
other people in the world, while her loveliness 
set her so apart. 

“Tt was pretty hard for Elaine,” said 
Jeannette thoughtfully. “She’s such an 
Intensely social person. J think she cares 
more for people and for what people think 
about her than anyone I've ever known. 
It’s her life, really.’ 

‘And what a hostess she was!” said Bobby, 
his tongue running over his lips in remem- 
brance of Elaine’s dinners. ‘“‘Of course, it 
always helped the party along when Eustis 
was too drunk to show up, but . . . 

“He must have been rather an unpleasant 
person,” said Agnes McKenna curiously. ° 

“He was,” agreed her husband. 

“He was a beast!” said Mary Noyes, ve- 
hemently. 

“A strange soul,” said Jeannette. ‘‘ Eustis 
could be one of the most charming men to 
meet I’ve ever known. He wasn’t good 
looking, but at times he was rather distin- 
guished. And he was always a fiend. I re- 
member that when we were children, Eustis 
was always at the bottom of mischief of the 
nastiest kind. He used to play practical 
jokes, and he used to get angry and hold 
a grudge for years after everyone had for- 
gotten it, keeping it to himself, and doing 
mean little things in such a way that you could 
never quite pin him down to them.” She 
looked down at her hands. “‘ You know, there 
are still things I haven’t forgiven Eustis, 
I mean things he did to me when I was just 
a little girl.” 





“Did he love her—his wife?” asked Agnes. 
“Desperately,” answered Bobby. 
“In a way,” said Jeannette. ‘“‘And in a 
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way. he hated her. He was tremendously 
jealous, and he knew that she didn’t care for 
him—couldn't. But he was proud of her. He 
liked her to have pretty clothes and jewels, to 
be in the center of things, even though he was 
always humiliating her.” 

“That possessive instinct,’ said her hus- 
band. ‘The way some me n feel about horses. 
Was there another woman?” 

McKenna and Bobby grinned. 

“Wouldn't say ‘another,’ ”’ said McKenna. 

“No one that counted,” explained Jean- 
nette. 

“No one that would* have killed him?” 
asked Agnes. 

Jeannette shook her head slowly. 

“But it was a man that killed him, any- 
way,” said Norman McKenna. “Didn't they 
agree on that? It was done with this knife, 
you see, Agnes, and there was terrific strength 
behind the blow. A strong woman, I sup- 
paee e 
‘Elaine was awfully strong,” said Mary 
Noyes unexpectedly. “She was funny about 
it, too—sort of ashamed. It didn’t exactly 
go with her—her looks and everything. I 
remember once when she was staying at the 
hotel here at the Glades, just a little while 

after she and Eustis were married, I went up 
to her apartment one day. We were sitting 
in the living-room having tea, and he came in. 
He had been drinking and he leaned over and 
kissed her and said something I didn’t hear 
She didn’t answer—she was awfully still, 
holding her cup of tea in her hands. It was 
one from that Brittany set her aunt sert her 
you know, heavy peasant china. I didn’t 
know where to look and I looked down and 
saw her hands, so little and white, with her 
tiny fingers covered with heavy rings, around 
the cup. -And her fingers just closed— I could 
see them tighten—and suddenly the cup 
crushed into a hundred little pieces, just as if 
it had been thin glass. The tea went all over 
her dress. It was a new one, too, and he 


said—’ 


HE stopped suddenly, conscious that she 

had been chattering, conscious, too, of 
something else, as she met Hugh’s eyes. 

“Ob, Fant... 3” 

On the other side of Hugh, Agnes McKenna 
was watching her breathlessly, her bright 
black eyes unblinking. Guy Sturgis was gaz- 
ing upward at the winding smoke from his 
cigar; Jeannette’s hands played nervously 
with her handkerc hie of. 

Bobby whistled. ‘* Well, he certainly made 
her life a living hell,” he said. ‘‘ And the way 
he used to boast about her when he was 
drunk, and fondle her. She used to look ex- 
actly like a white statue, when his hands 
touched her.” He hesitated. ‘Wonder she 
didn’t kill him!” 

Hugh made a little sound. 

*Cigaret?” asked Guy Sturgis. 

‘Thanks. 

Jeannette coughed. “Shall we... 

*But—but that’s extraordinz iry—what 
Miss Noyes was just saying!” said Agnes 
McKenna suddenly. ‘‘Then she could have 
done it herself!” 

“Tf she hadn't been at home in her bed,” 
said Jeannette coldly. “‘And if she wasn’t 
Elaine. You know this is perfectly absurd. 
Here we are, six of us dear friends of Elaine’s, 
and we re sitting here, gossiping and chatter- 
ing and acting as though we thought we could 
prove that Elaine was—that Elaine killed 
him. We're all old enough to know better.” 
Her eyes rebuked Agnes McKenna, and then 
turned to her husband for comfort. 

They were quite still for a moment. 

“Well,” came Evelyn Winter’s voice, tri- 
umphantly through the silence, “I’ve never 
understood why she boop oi divorce him. Of 
all the silly things! As though people weren't 
ti king about her enough, anyway! 

‘There was that rumor, at one time,” 
agreed Bobby. “I’ve always thought it 
strange that she didn’t. She was so beastly 
unhappy. Was there ever anything in it, 
d'you know, Hugh?” 

“I don’t—know.’ 

=F think she was rather a fool,’’ continued 
Evelyn. ‘‘ Waiting around for him to die, or 
for some one to murder him. She certainly 
did get herself into a mess. J always say . . 

Jeannette rose slightly in her chair. “Oh, 
hush, Evelyn!” she said, her voice strained 
and sharp. ‘‘She couldn’t divorce him.’ 

“Couldn't?” repeated McKenna quickly. 

Hugh’s eyes clung to hers. They waited. 

“What do you mean, Jeannette?” asked 
her husband. 

Jeannette poured herself another cup of 
coffee with an impatient gesture; her brown 
eyes were blazing and her face was unhappy. 

“Oh—I don’t know.’ 

“T’ve always wondered if Eustis didn’t 
have some hold on her,” said Norman McKen- 
na, leaning forward eagerly. ‘“‘He once said— 
kidding, of course. but then, you never could 
tell with Eustis—that he had the power of 
life and death over her. Said something about 

(Concluded on page 118) 
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Gjre ways to make 
good coffee 


The New Way 
1. With Faust Soluble Coffee 


Put half a teaspoonful of Blanke’s 
Faust Soluble Coffee intoa cup. Add 
boiling water and you will have a 
perfect cup of coffee. No grounds, 
no waste— just a delicious drink ot 
tasteful coffee prepared in an instant. 

The family size can ($1.40) will 
make 120 cups— equivalent to 4 
pounds of coffee. 

Faust Tea also in soluble form. 


The Old Way 
2. With Faust Pulverized Coffee 


For those who prefer drip coffee, 
Blanke’s Faust Pulverized Coffee in 
a Blanke Sanitary Drip Coffee Pot 
will make a most delicious cup. 
Simply place the coffee in the drip 
bag and pour on fresh boiling water. 

We recommend the use of Pulver- 
ized Coffee in the Blanke Pot because 
it goes twice as far and makes better 
coffee. 


Scientific research has proved 
the above methods the two best 
ways to make good coffee. If 
your grocer can’t supply you, 
write us. 


C. F. BLANKE TEA & COFFEE CO. 
Dept. 10 St. Louis, Mo. 
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Beauty should not End with the 
Line of your Chin 


It isn’t only one’s face that must be cared for: 
below-the-chin matters too. If your neck is sag- 
ging and wrinkled it spells AGE, no matter how 
youthful your face may be. 

Begin now to care for your neck. You will 
obtain excellent results by using: 

Créme de Beauté—A rejuve 
nating skin food which fills 


out hollows and eradicates 
lines. Trial size, $1.75. 





Lotion Supra—aA tonic lotion 
which contracts loose skin, 
tightens the muscles and 
reduces puffiness. Flacon, $3. 


By mail or at the following shops: 
Caroline T. Peabody. 551 Boylston St.. Boston; 
Ada M. Imhof, Mt. Vernon, N. Y ; Halle Brothers. 


tionnaire an 


Cleveland; White House, San Francisco. rg bar 
visit the Salon for 


French 


ments. 


Treat- 


V. DARSY 


17-A West 49th St. New York 


54 Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré, Paris 
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Medium Brown 


HAIR 


Rote) <-W ol) me) ar] /MF-Vac-) « 
a. Golden Glint Shampoo. 
It gives the hair a 
tiny tint 


25c at toilet counters or direct 
J.W.KOBI CO., 123 Spring St., Seattle, Wash. 




















The Perfecting, Accessory! 


DONTELLE Lace Mitts, quaint and 


charming and most appropriate for the 


wrists and graceful arms and show to ad- 
Vantage rosy-tipped, jewelled fingers. From 
bouffant lacy evening gown, are selected the different patterns in ten colors, one 
by discriminating Women of fashion who can match or select an interesting contrast 


for anv evening gown. 


Ask for 


DONTELLE 


TRADE MARK 


H. S. HALL & CO., INC. 
358 Fifth Ave., New York 


appreciate that thev accentuate slender 


Sold at leading stores everywhere. 
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Science Proves 
Which Method Is Best 


Dr. Rudolph Mertin, noted der- 
matologist, after discarding cream, 
powder and liquid depilatories as 
well as the electric needle, writes: 
“About two years ago, I discon- 
tinued the use of the electric rieedle 
because it was not a satisfactory 
process, and I found that the 
electric stimulation helped, rather 
than retarded the growth of Super- 
fluous hair. 
‘Since then I have almost despaired 
of finding a satisfactory process, 
one on which I would be willing to 
stake my reputation as a_ hair 
specialist until I had the pleasure 
of using ZIP. 
“My tests proved that ZIP not 
only lifts the hair roots and shafts 
gently from the skin, but also 
devitalizes the follicle, thus destroy- 
ing the elements which produce the 
air. You are no doubt aware 
that ordinary depilatories simply 
remove surface hair, leaving the 
life-producing elements imbedded 
in the skin, thus strengthening their 
growth. ZIP however, not only 
removes the surface hairs, but 
removes the cause as well.” 
ZIP is original—a_ scientifically 
prepared antiseptic compound; 
it cannot stick to the skin; 
it is harmless, painless. 
and it effectively 
destroys the growth 
on the face, arms, 
underarms and 






































body. GUARAN- 
TEED! 
Avoid imitations 



























| which stick to the MADAME 
skin and are not BERTHE 
i i effective s Dept. 420 
There are Three Types_of Superfluous Hair. Which type ° 2 562 h Ave. 
have you? Write for FREE Book “Beauty's Greatest For Sale at all good ¥ 


aut 
Secret’’ in which leading stars tell how to be beautiful. 
When in New York don’t neglect to call at my Salon to have 
FREE Personal Demonstration. 


stores or by 1: ail 


a FREE sample of your 
Massage anc Jleansing Cream 
guaranteed not to grow hair. 
Specialist (Please print your name) 
Dept. 420, 562 Fifth Ave.(Ent. 46th St.) New York. 


CREATIONS JORDEN NEw vorw 


¢ Name 
eo” §6 Address — 
eo” City & State— ———$—$_—__———_ 
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Lines under the eyes removed — y 

Downward droop at corners of ~ 
mouth correc ted J | 

Droop under chin lifted _— 

Sagging muscles in cheek strengthened ‘ 

By propey preparations and 

Moulding exercises! 


eneath your 


] 
' 
{ 
i 


i UT be not disturbed by your mirror’s heartless warning. 
cured the heartaches of thousands of women; 


the youth that once they feared had fled. TI 
the chin can easily be lifted,—that 
out,—the droop at the corners of the mouth 
winsome smile. 
Have you that heavy downward look on the | 


muscle can be treated in a scien- 
tific way to restore the Lovely) 


Line of Youth! 


; 





» By the use of 


\_ n proper proportions 


I 


Dor * Gray egg yr a thin face can be 
gen! ream tightens the skir jump 
without drying it, and makes a made pl a 
tfect ‘“‘powder foundation” a too fat chin can be 
zr dry skin. Price $3.00 and reduced 
5.50. i 
Dorothy Gray's Russian Astrin- cae a ogg 
gent Lotion makes a wonderful bandas ry 
‘powder foundation” for an Eyes can be made bright 
¢ oily skin, and corrects this un- and the lines about them 
’ sightly condition. Price $3.00 Seated 

and $5.50. eradicated. 

i Dorothy Gray's Special Skin —a sallow skin can be 
Food fills out hollows and made shades lighter. 
makes the face round and 
plump. Price $1.00 and $1.75. —that droop under the 

chin removed. 


Dorothy Gray's Pour la Patte 
d@’Oie for removing lines, and 
strengthening relaxed tissues 
around the eyes. Price $1.50. 

The Dorothy Gray Patter is a 


Firm muscles indicate 


They can be yours! 


flexible rubber pad. It gives 7, 
the required ~— * in — BORO 
a too-fat chin. rice $2. 


**4 woman in middle 
life can attain a loveli- 
ness and charm that a 
Debutante would envy.’’ 

rothy Gray 


: Dorothy Gray's Orange Flow er 
Skin Tonic to be used instead 
of water for a sensitive skin. 


Price $.85 and $1.75. 
ty Story of Dorothy Gray 


SEND FOR BOOKLET, : 
h complete list of prepa- 


vations for Correcting Relaxed and Flabby pd les, Double Chin. Bleach 
Treatment. How to Correct an Oily Skin. A Dry Skin. Blackheads 
and Enlarged Pores. . 


Dorothy Sra 


GIAfth 
New sal 












distin thins City 





“crépiness” 


> the right preparations 


Vvenue ( 
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be yours! 


Chin 
| your Age is Written 


I have 
I have given back 
1at little droop under 
can be smoothed 
can be turned into a 


»wer part of the face? 


; Come in and let me help you, or write me about it, and I will type a 
special home treatment for your particular need. 
balanced mixture of cream and astringent,—teach you how each 


Deut, 


749 FIFTH AVENUE 


Fie i 


I will prescribe a 


roy 
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Dorothy Gray's Tissue Cream 
is to be used for an over-sensi- 
tive and dry skin. Makes the 
surface smooth and velvety. 
Price $1.00 and $1.75. 


Dorothy Gray's Circulation 


Ointment brings back the life, 
youth and natural color to the 


cheeks. Fine for flabby and 
shriveled neck. Price $3.25 and 
$6.00. 

Dorothy Gray’s Cleansing 
Cream. Price $1.00 and $1.75. 


Dorothy Gray's Moisture Proof 
Powder. This powder is a 
healing powder for a sensitive 
skin. Price $1.50. 


Dorothy Grays Pore Paste 
used at night for enlarged pores. 
Removes eruptions and pimples. 


Price $1.10. 










SPECIAL AGENTS 
FOR PREPARATIONS 
8. Altman 2%, Co. og 
Bros. %. taylor, 

Rew von Ney. 

tmee SE es: 
City. Mo 


lizabeth Eusworth, a b 
Newbury St., 





hepard Company, 

Providence, R. ° % 
*s, Pittsburgh 

Pa. 

Smith & Welton, Nor 

folk. Va 

Mandel Brothers, Chi 

cago 


L. Ss. Ayers, Indianapolis. 


Quattty Shop, Marion, 


order direct 
Dorothy Gray. we 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE JUDGES 


Concluded from page 116) 


an emperor and his slave. I remember she 
laughed and passed it off, but for a minute, 
before she got her face straight again, it was 
awful. Come on, Jeannette, if you know 
anything, let’s hear it 

Jeannette sighed. ‘But it’s all so silly— 
and useless. How could we... ? 

‘We're all her friends, Jeannette,” said 
Bobby. ‘And Hugh and I can’t help being 
interested. Remember that we never knew 
anything about it until just to-night.” 


VELYN WINTER'S lips 

pressed, the beads embroidered on the 
bosom of her black dress clicked against the 
table. Jeannette turned wearily to Hugh. 

His face was white; in just those few mo- 
ments his dark eyes seemed to have sunk in 
his face. ‘“‘What do you mean, Jeannette— 
couldn't?” he asked. 

“Tt’s nothing,” said Jeannette. “All this 
mystery. And it doesn’t matter, anyway— 
everyone talks so. I don’t know how we got 
started.” She looked at them helplessly. 
“It’s just that Elaine was going to get a di- 
vorce. She finally reached the point where 
she couldn’t bear it any longer. She told me 
some of the things Eustis had done... 

sgh!” 

Really!” “And was 
there a man? 

“I don’t think so.” Jeannette was quite 
calm now; she was like a witness on the stand 
in a case that does not especially interest him. 

“In fact I’m quite sure not. She asked Eustis 
for a divorce —that was all—and he said she 
coulc 1 get it. 

‘Doesn't sound like 
McKenna. 

“So she went ahead. It was an awfully 
hard thing for Elaine to do. She doesn’t like 
things like that. And her mother was awfully 
opposed—she’s a Catholic, you know. Eustis 
let her go through all the muck of it, let the 
gossips loose, let her be snubbed by the few 
people who are always out looking for some 
There wasn’t much talk, but 
Most of us wouldn't have 


said Evelyn Winter. 


him,” said Norman 


there was enough. 


cared, but Elaine . . . : 
“Poor Elaine!’ whispered little Mary 
Noyes. 


‘*Then when she had gone through all the 
worst of it, just before she was to have her 
decree, Eustis went out to her mother’s to 
see her. I was there at the time—that’s how 
I know. I saw her after he’d gone—she didn’t 
want to see her mother. She was hysterical, 
half crazy. It seemed that Eustis and she 
shared the knowledge of some old scandal, 
something about a will. It wasn’t so old, then, 
I guess. I don’t know what it was. . 
Jeannette’s eyes seemed to Hugh to avoid 
him; they brushed across Evelyn Winter's 
placid countenance, dropped again to her 
hands. ‘“‘It doesn’t matter. She said he'd 


| been holding her like a puppy on a string, 


letting her go towards a bone—and then 
jerking her back just as she reached it. She 
said it was the end of everything for her, that 
from then on she wouldn’t be able to do a thing 
without asking his permission She'd asked 
him to let her stay with her mother a few 
weeks longer before she returned to him, and 
he’d magnanimously consented. I was afraid 
she was going to kill herself . . . ” 

Norman McKenna spoke one word in 
description of Jacquelin, a word which 
ordinarily would have made his wife wince. 
No one noticed it. 

“How awful!” said Mary Noyes. 

“Gosh, I bet she’s glad he’s dead!” said 
Agnes McKenna. “I think I'd have killed 
him myself, if I’d known him!” Her hands 
were clenched, and she looked wildly about 
the table, as though to find something on 
which to vent her wrath. 

Her intensity relieved the situation a little; 
Guy Sturgis rested his hand on her shoulder 


| quietingly. 


ERTE’S LETTER FROM 


MONTE 


were com-, 


“Now do let’s talk of something else,” 
ple aded Jeannette. 

“One minute,” said Bobby. ‘“‘When was it 
that Eustis was killed? To think. Jeannette. 
that we never heard a word about it! It must 
have been while we were on the boat.” 

““T remember,” said Evelyn Winter, “be- 
cause it was my birthday. It was the twenty- 
fifth of June—that night. The—’ 

“The twenty-fifth of June!” cried Bobby, 
and Hugh, suddenly gone white, attempted to 
push back his chair. Jeannette’s lips moved 
as though to speak, but made no sound. 
Everyone at the table was staring at him, 
dumbly. “But it couldn’t have been! My 
God, Hugh, that was the night we sailed! 
Don’t you remember? Elaine called you up 
at about eleven and came to the hotel at . . . 
oh-h-h!” His voice, which had been rising 
shrilly, dropped into a groan; he looked down 
at the table-cloth, his whole body limp. 

“Elaine in New York at...” McKen- 
na’s voice, too, died in a gurgle. 

They became like the diners in the hall of 
the Sleeping Beauty when the wicked fairy 
waved her wand: Jeannette’s hand was half 
raised towards her face, McKenna’s mouth 
open, Hugh continued to pour from the de- 
canter even though his glass overflowed. The 
enormity of the thing that had come into the 
room, and seemed to be perched, leering at 
them, from the center of the white table- 
cloth, stopped not only words, but thought, 
in the minds of the eight people. 

Realization had sprung on them unex- 
pectedly, yet now that it had come, it seemed 
incredible that they had not foreseen it. 
Words and phrases had been falling like un- 
heeded drops of water through the chink of 
a sea-wall, and suddenly everyone was sur- 
prised that those drippings had presaged 
a flood. The drops had seemed so little to 
preface such a volume. 

Agnes McKenna was the first to hear the 
ticking of the great clock through the speech- 
lessness that was shrieking out at them its 
unwanted avowal. She wriggled in her chair 
and ran her tongue over her dry lips. 


“But that means... she began un- 
certainly. _ 
For the first time in their marriage, her 


husband looked at her without seeing her. 
“Tt means absolutely nothing, Agnes,” he 
said. 


ILENCE dropped over them again, silence 
rigid and heavy, yet McKenna’s voice had 
brought an element of relief. Almost furtively, 
the eight at the table were trying to meet one 
another’s eyes; the effort they were making 
to break away from the thing that hung over 
them was almost tangible. No one showed 
that he heard the sound of the motor in the 
driveway, nor the opening of the door. 

Hello, everybedyl” 

Like parts of a mechanical toy, the eight 
heads of the eight people at the long table 
turned towards the door. 

The lighted hall cast a radiance like a halo 
over Elaine Jacquelin’s golden hair, made her 
bare neck and arms into living marble. The 
sky-blue cloak had fallen from one shoulder, 
and her silver gown shimmered. Behind her, 
the grandfather’s clock, with theatrical 
promptness, began to strike. 

The beauty of her was like a_sorcerer’s 
talisman; 


given it shelter. Warmth crept back cres- 
cendently. Eight chairs were pushed away 
from the table and eight people arose, as 
though in homage to a queen. Hugh was 
brushing blindly past the others . . . 

And eight voices rose, relief, liberation 
from that ugliness sounding almost hysteri- 
I’m sa 


‘Elaine! Elaine! Elaine, dearest! 


glad to see you!” 


CARLO 


(Concluded from page 53) 


the former, that cat suppleness, is so different 
from the movements of the latter, movements 
of trained cows. 

One must say that in the company of the 
ballet of Monte Carlo there were no men, only 
one man dancer whose duty consisted in 
helping the acrobatic tricks of the first 
dancers. All the masculine parts were danced 
by women dressed as men. And all of a 
sudden that company received a series of 
experienced men dancers. There was a little 


| revolution in this little theatrical world. Men 


were obliged to dance in costumes cut for 
feminine shapes. But all these defects dis- 
appeared in front of the superior talent of the 
Russian artists. One must confess that the 


example of the new school of dancing makes 
itself felt already. The dancers of Monte 
Carlo begin to be more attentive, to try and 
' make the movements of the legs go with those 


of the arms, they begin to understand the 
mimic art. 

The comedies have not yet begun at the 
theater in Monte Carlo, but one hopes that 
the traveling companies of the Parisian 
theaters will make a stop here. 

Nice, the capital of the Azure Coast, 
feverishly prepares itself for the Fétes Carna- 
valesques. They begin on the first of Feb- 
ruary. This season, for the great redoute at 
the Municipal Casino, the colors chosen as 
obligatory for the costumes are red and black; 
black to be used only as trimming. I expect 
that the rooms of the Casino will look very 
brilliant filled with costumes in those colors. 

This is all I am able to write on the season 
w hich begins. I must add that generally one 
enjoys oneself immensely at those féfes car- 
navalesques where the spring sun always 
shines in a décor fleuri. ERTE. 


in a flash, it had banished that a 
hideous thing from the room, expelled it for- 9 J 
ever from the minds which had so reluctant'y ~ } 
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4 lNo need to prepare 
tthis in the kitchen 


M@ Here is a delightful hot 

drink that can be prepared 
inany room. Drop a STEERO 
bouillon cube in a cup and 
simply add boiling water. 





When you feel hungry be- 
tween meals, take a cup of 
hot STEERO bouillon with 
a cracker. 


-) STEERO 


BOUILLON CUBES 
STEERO bouillon makes an ap- 


petizing first course for lunch or 
#dinner. And it adds greatly to the 
flavoring of many other dishes. 
ssettd. yo. cents for samples and 
ss sixty-four-page STEERO 
Cook Book. 


Schieffelin & Co. 
293 William St., New York 

















Distributors for 


American 
Kitchen Products Co. 
New York 


**A Cube Makes 
a Cup’’ 






“Simply Add 
BoilingWater” 
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Do You Dare To 
Take Your Hat Off? 


Quickly, comfortably and without 
injury to your hair, Garrity’s Silk 
Wavers transform your straight, 
unruly locks into natural waves. 


Garrity’s Silk Wavers are now 
longer and wider, to make the 
fashionable large wave, are 
wound with Corticelli silk, hav- 
ing specially finished ends, and 
are soft and flexible, yet firm 
enough to hold the shortest 
hairs. Garrity’s Silk Wavers will 
not split the hair. 





Choice of colors—Brown, Black or Gray. 
Sold at all notion counters. 
Card of three--extra long and wide- -25 cents--silk. 
‘ard of five--35 cents and 45 cents--silk. 
onderwavers--10 cents and 25 cents. 
In New York, sold by Lord & Taylor 
and other Dept. Stores 
If your dealer, department store or drug- 
- cannot supply you, order from us 
irect. 


L. M. GARRITY AND COMPANY 
99 BEDFORD ST. _ BOSTON, MASS. 
Western Distributors: 


o. Erlin 
24 Main St. San Francisco, Cal. 








COTTON 
FROCKS 


No. 724—$7 
Filet and Venise lace 
collar and cuffs add 
distinction to this 
charming batiste 
model. 

Colors: 
@ navy ground with 
white, red or green 
dots; and lack, 
copen or brown 
ground with white 
dots. 


MAGINE cotton dresses 
so beautifully made, so 
graceful and charming that 
you wear them for any day- 
time occasion. Such are all 
La Mode dress creations! 


See the wonderful variery 
of La Mode styles economi- 
cally priced at your favor- 
ite store or write Dept. H 
for style book and nearest 
dealer’s name. 


incoRPoRaT 


352 FOURTH AVE NEW YORK 


HAYS AND GREEN 
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A Maternity Corsets 
, ™ Lane Bryant is the 


argest house in the world 
Sselling Maternity Apparel 
“Baily to thousands of ex- 
#pcctant mothers. 

The famous Lane Bry- 
f ant Corset is the perfected 
product of 20 years of ex- 
perience. It is the best 
corset in the world. Made 
in our workrooms. 


3:9 5-95 to 12°5° 


If unable to call, wriie Dept. 
K 2 for Free Style Book. 


Lane Bryant 


26 W. 39th St. 21 W. 38th St. 
NEW YORK 
Hanover Place near Fulton 
BROOKLYN 
CHICAGO DETROIT 
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Mr. Clement s 
TRANSFORMATIONS 


are created in his Paris Shop, imitated, of course, never 
excelled. Our stock and variety of style cannot be 


duplicated. 
Come and visit the most unique French Hair Shop 
‘ in New York, established 1900. Let our Parisian ex- 


pert re-dress your Transformation. 


For Gray Hair, Use 
Booklet on 


Request HENALFA 
ik 
RAPIDE 
The most efficient liquid preparation in the world. Does not stain the scalp or rub off. One ap. 


plication only, taking less than five minutestoapply. No previous or atter washing necessary. 


PRICE $2.00 POSTPAID 
Zz. Clement, 67 West 49th Street, New York 
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Reduce Your Flesh 


The waistline is coming back. Prepare your figure for the new styles. Reduce 


vourwaistby wearing DR. WALTER’S Reducing 
RUBBER GARMENTS 


For Men Cover the Entire 
and Women Body or Any Part 












Send for Send Ankle 
Mlustrated Measurements 
Bookle 


Anklets as Illustrated 


Reducing Girdle $8.00 
$7.00 Extra; High $9.00 


$6.00 
2.50 


Neck and ‘chin Reducer 3.50 DR. JEANNE E. WALTER San Francisco Representa- 


Bust Reducer 
Chin Reducer | 





ADELE MILLAR 


MARY KAM MERER 229 Post Street ~ 


221 South 11th Street 


353 Fifth Ave., New York 
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‘Viyella 


TAO TULLE 
Unshrinkable 


Cannel 


(REGD) 


For Women's 
Sports Clothes. 
Children’s Wear. 
Mens Shirts. 


Trousers. Etc. 


ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 
ON REQUEST 


Wm Ho..ins &-Co.1nc 
45-F EAST 17™ ST.NEW YORK 
Wm. Hollins & Co.Ltd 


62 FRONT ST. W.. TORONTO 


Look for this Ben 0 


Trede Mark Reed. 
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Maz Murray, stat-of ‘* Broadway Rose’’ says: 


“After ahard day'’swork nothing so refreshe the face 
and takes aw ay the tired, strained look as Mineralava 
Beauty Clay. 





















eMarion Daviss, star of ** When Knighthood Was in 
Flower,’” says: 

**Mineralava is the perfect way to a perfect complexion. 
I have tried many clays for the complexion but Minera- 
lava surpasses others so far that I use it and it only.” 








The Trinity Beautiful and its Debt 


to MINERALAVA Af 


dy Hector Fuller 


HREE of the most beautiful whose 
faces are familiar to thousands who have 
their reflections on the Silver Screen delight in 

telling their fellow-women the secret of their wonderful 

complexions. 

This Trinity of Beauty, Marion Davies, Mae Murray 
and Priscilla Dean, are all agreed that the greatest cor- 
rector of skin evils: the most 


women 
seen 


corrects Skin-Malnutrition, 
proper nourishment from which most mgture 
suffer. In place of the sallow, dead- looking com- 
plexion, lacking vivacity and beauty, it gives you a 
face sparkling with vigor and free from blemishes. 
Mineralava Beauty Clay builds up the tiny muséles 
and stimulates a healthy blood circulation through 
the tiny blood vessels; it clears 





perfect creator of health and 


away all the eruptions, draws 





freshness for the complexion is 
Mineralava, Beauty Clay. 

Mineralava is not a novelty. 
It has been in use since its dis- 
covery, twenty-three years ago 
by.Mrs. M. G. Scott, the famous 
Beayty expert. When she found 
that tHis. product of the labora- 
tories of Nature had remarkable 
affinities for the human skin she 
had it tested and tried by the 
most notable chemists ih Europe 
and America who 7 to it 
certain medical ingredfénts of 
great potency, thus making it 
the most perfect specific for Skin 
Malnutrition that women have 
ever used, 

Just what Sir Erasmus Wil- 
son, M.D., F,R.S., the noted 
specialist of skin diseases, rec- 








pimples and blackheads; cor- 
rects oily and too-dry skin, 
coarse pores, incipient wrinkles 
and sagging muscles. It so 
nourishes the Dermis that when 
the time comes for it to take its 
place as the surface skin, it 
appears as the perfect complex- 
ion, new-born and beautiful. 

Countless thousands of happy 
American home women testify 
to the permanent qualities of 
Mineralava. Mineralava is a 
superior article for discriminat- 
ing people. Originally Miner- 
alava was sold only in Beauty 
Parlors at as high as $15 a treat- 
ment. 

Today it is within the reach 
of every woman at $2.00 a bot- 








ommended in his famous work, 
“The Skin and Its Diseases,” 
Mineralava accomplishes. It “There is nothin 


enthusiastically writes: 


was Sir Erasmus who pointed away all the impurities 
It brings back the firm con- 
the enemy of all skin 


- ralava does 
out that there are two layers of ot pee Bec. i Pa 
: tour of youth and 1 
> 


human skin, the outer called the meuble 
Epidermis, which bears the 





Priscitta Dean, star of **Under Two Flags,” 


that so definitely clears 


tle, each bottle containing eight- 
een treatments, or a trifle more 
than 10 cents a treatment. Full 
directions for treatment and a 
soft brush for applying with 
every bottle. 

Used in the evening after a 


from the skinas Min- 








brunt of weather and the ex- 
posure to dirt and grime; and the under skin called 
the Dermis, waiting to take its place when the old skin 
flakes and falls away, and which must, therefore, be 
nourished, stimulated and invigorated. 

That is what Mineralava does so perfectly. It pene- 
trates the myriad of tiny pores and reaching the under 
skin stmaulates it to perfect skin-health. It absolutely 


hard day’s work you will note 
how Mineralava takes awayjthe look, af fatigue. The 
lines of care and worry will havé Vanished. It will 
put a fine freshness in the face, a snappy, alert, 
youthful look, for Mineralava is the great and speedy 
renovator of tired faces. 

There is also anintroductory Trial Tube of Migere- 
lava at Sac. 


A: > 
that diseas@ of lack of |: 


out the impurities, drives off 
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forms of Skin-N 






























































-TGNeRaLava zene oung 
Faces Healthful and Resy! Fa 
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Pena 


" MMineRaLava—moulds Old 
Faces to the Contour of Youth! 


e £ 


Mineralava has 22 years sue- 
cessful use behind it 1n the best: 
homes of thecouniry. Don’t experi= 
ment with new and untried Beauty 
Clays. The original is your only 
protection. 


C28 


Go to your dependable Oia 
gist or Department Store. Ask-. - 
for Mineralava Beatty Cla 
the Store does not 
have it write direct 
facturers and they. will see & 
your dealer is supplied to fillyou 
requirements. Scort’s, Prey 
tions, Inc., 251 West met 
New York. 
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